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Carminits Di Superi placantur ; Carmine; Mana 
Vaſt are the pow'rs of verſe—indeed ſo ſtrong 
Angels and Devils may be ſooth'd by forg. 


TO THE 


REVIEWERS 


* 


F ATHERS of Wiſttom, : a poor wight befriend 
Oh, hear my ſimple prayer in ſimple lays: a 

11. orm pauperis behold 1 bend, 

And of your Worſhips aſk a little Praiſe. 


3 lam no cormorant for fame, d'ye ſee 3+ 

float not all the laurel, but a ſprig! 

Then hear me, Guardians of the ſacred Tree, 
And ſtick a leaf or two about my vig. 


| tn e and 3 tale, | 
Soon will the preſs my tuneſul foul diſplay 4 
Then do not damn em, and prevent the ſale ; © 
And your petitioner ſhall ever pray. 


My works condenin'd, the Muſe with grief will groan 
The cenſure dire my lantern jaws will rue! 
Know, I have teeth and ſtomach like your Own, 
And that I wiſh to cat as well as you. 


28 ; 1 I never 


4 To THE REVIEWERS, | 7 
I never ſaid, like murderers in their dens, 1: I 
Je ſeeret met in cloud-capp'd garret high, 2 
With hatchets, fcalping Knives in ſhape of pens, | 4 

To bid, like Mohocks, hapleſs authors die: = 


Nor faid, (in your Reviews, together ſtrung) b 
The limbs of murder'd writers, cheek by jowl, 8 A 
Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung S | 4 
Beſore the hungry — dreary hole. 


I ne er declar'd, that, frightfal as the Blacks, LO 
In greaſy flannel caps ye met together, 
With ſcarce a rag of ſhirt about your backs, 
Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather! 


Heay'n knows Fm innocent of all tranſgreſſion 
A gainſt your Honours, men of claſfic fame 
I neer abus d your critical profeſſion, 
| Whole dium faves at once or damns a name. 


Lnever queſtion d your profound of head, 

Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your manners coarſe ; 
Nor {wore on butcher” d authors that ye fed, 

Hike carrion crows upon! a poor dead horſe. 


I never 
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TO THE REVIEWERS. 5 


I never ſaid, that, pedlar like, ye fold - 
Praiſe by the ounce, or pound, like ſnuff or cheeſe; 


Too well I knew ye filyer ſcorn'd, and gold— 


Such droſs, a ſage Reviewer ſeldom ſees ! 


I never hinted, that with half a crown 
Books have been ſent you by the ſcribbling tribe ; 


Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown : 


No—for I knew ye'd ſpurn the paltry bribe. 


1 neeraverr'd, ye critics to a man, 


For pence, would ſwear an owl excell'd the lark; 


Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave Divan, 


That ſtabb'd, like baſe aſſaſſins, in the dark. 


J never prais d, or blam'd an author's book, 
VDntil your wiſe opinions came abroad ; 


On theſe with holy rev'rence did I look: 


With yn prais'd, or blam'd, fo help me Gd! 


The fam'd Loneiwvs all the world muſt know; ; 


Tbe gape of wonder AzisTarcnvs drew, 
As well as ALRXANDER'sS * Tutor, lo! 

35 all great critics, Ls like yo. 
| # Ariſtotle, 


6 TO THE REVIEWERS. 4 

Did any aſk me, Pray, Sir, your opinion - 
6 Of thoſe Reviewers, who ſo bold beſtride J 

& The world of learning, and, with proud dominion, 1 


* High on the backs of crouching authors ride?“ 


Quick have I anſwer'd, in a rage, , Od's-bload, 
No works like theirs ſuch criticiſm convey : 
& Not all the timber of Dodona's woad —_ 
«© Eerpour'd more ſterling oracle than zbey.” 


Did others cry, © Whate'er. their brains indite, 
% Be ſure, is excellent. —a partial crew ! 

* With Is Pæans uſher'd to the light, 
And prais'd to folly in the next Review: 


This was my anſwer to each ſnarling '- 598 
(My eyeballs fill'd with fire, my mouth with foam) 


© Zounds ! is not juſtice due to one's dear ſelf? 


& And ſhould not charity begin at home # 


Full often I've been queſtion d with a ſneer— _ 
“ Think ye one could not bribe em?“ t a 
nation.“ 4 

« A beeſ-ſtake, with a or 1 of beer, 1 


F * ſave a little volume from damnation. 


Furious 


TO THE REVIEWERS. N 7 


Furious I've anſwer d, Lo! my Lord CaRLISLE 


c Implores, in vain, a ſeat in Faux's old temple ; 
© Though you applaud, 7heir wiſdoms will not ſmile; 


And what they diſapprove is ſurely ſimple. 


& Could gold ſucceed, enough the Peer might raiſe, 
&« To buy the ſhirtleſs oritics o'er and oer: 

% *Tis merit only can command their praiſe, 
« Witneſs the volumes of Miſs Hannan Moxke®. 


«© The Search for Happineſs, that beauteous ſon g: 
«© Which all of us would give our ears to own ; 

% The Captive, Percy, both, like muſtard ſtrong, 
“That, woeful, force from Prrx's foul the groan.” 


Hail, Briſtol town ! Bœotia now no more, 
SinceGarRick's SapPHofſings, though rather ſlowly: 
All hail, Miſs HAN NAH! worth at leaſt a ſcore, 
Ay, twenty ſcore, of CHATTERTON and RowLEY. 


Men of prodigious parts are moſtly ſhy : 
Great Newrzow's ſelf this failing did inherit; 
Thus, frequent, 30 avoid the public eye, 
And hide in . holes, a world of N 
elt 1 54 E Yet 


4 1 Lady once talked of for her rhimes, and emphatically called, 
by a certain claſs of readers, the tenth Muſe. 


en 0 


3 TO THE REVIEWERS, 


| Yet oft your cautious modeſties I ſee, 
When from your bow'r with bats ye wing the dark: 
1 And Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl for prey, | 
| | _ 1 Dining with good Duxz Hur x in the Park. 
| 


| A circumſtance moſt natural to ſuppoſe; 
| ä therefore hide your precious heads, for fear 
| Some angry bard, abus'd, may pull your noſe, 


| Meek Sirs 5 in frays ye chooſe not to appear, 
| | 
| 


| The eke loud plaudit, lo ! ye don' t n 
f Nor do ye haſtily on books decide; | 
But firſt at ev'ry coffee-houſe inquire, 

How, in its fayour, runs the public tide, 
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There, Wispon, often with a critic wig, ; 

The face demure, knit brows, and forehead cowling, 
= - I've ſeen o'er pamphlets, with importance big, 
| Mouſin 8 for ee or, if "oe 1 have it, ee" 


alan Gentlemen 1 dread your drubs; 
| Pity the lifted whites of both my eyes! 
tru ng with new ſtren gth beneath your maſly _ 
Alas! Ifhall not an e riſe, © nog pple 
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TO THE REVIEWERS. 


3 Lo! like an elephant along the ground, 

J | Great Caliban, the giant Jounson ſtretch d 

F I The Britiſh Roscrus too your clubs confound, 

1 5 Whoſe fame the fartheſt of the ſtars hath reach'd, 


If ſuch ſo eaſy fink beneath your might, 

Y Je Gods! I may be done for in a trice ; 

Hurl'd by your rage to everlaſting night— 

Crack d with that eaſe a beggar cracks his lice, | 

If, awful Sirs! ye grant me my petition, 15 i 
With brother pamphlets ſhall my pamphlet ſhine 

And ſhould it chance to paſs a firſt edition, 


In capitals ſhall ſtare your praiſe divine. 


Quote from my work as much as e'er you pleaſe ; 
For extracts, Io! Tl put no angry face on; 

Nor fill a hungry lawyer's fiſt with fees, 
To n J OHN Munkar like the n Mason“, 


Lage Ne if tour i in your fi ſi ght I fn” 
If fame ye grant, I'll bleſs each gen'rous * 5 
Wiſh you ſound coats, clean ſhirts, and maſters kind, 
Sens 8 and pounds of bulſork's liver. | 
he 
* The — between Mr. Maſon Ke the Bookſeller added not | 
ip atom to the reputation of the Poet, 


h The Bookſellers, 


2 nenn. 


REVIEWERS. 
| WRITTEN FOR . rien. 


Ts hard, Meſſieurs Reviewers, pon my ſoul, 
Ye thus ſhould lord it o'er the world of wit: 


| No higher court your fentence to controul, 
| Ye hang, or ye reprieve, as ye think fit ! 

q | 1 W hether, in calf, your labours of the year 

' = * Rank with immortal bards, or boxes line; 
| Or, torn for ſecret ſerviees, oh dear ! f | 

| | Are offer'd up at Cloacina's ſhrine ; 
| Whether ye look all rofy round the gills, 

| Or hatchet-fac'd like ſtarving cats ſo lean ; 
Whether yourcriticiſm each pocket fills . - 


With halfpence, er 22 ſhav'd and clean; | 
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| Whether in gorgeous raiment ye appear, 
| Or tatters ready from your backs to fall ; 
Whether with pompous wigs to guard each ear, | 


| N whether your'e no wigs nor ea at ll, 
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TO THE REYIEWERS. 11 


Whether ye look like gentlemen or thieves, 


hate uſurpers of the critic throne; 


Therefore his compliments the poet gives, 


And humbly hopes you'll let his lines a lone. 


Stay till he aſks your thoughts, ye forward ſages ; 
= Officiouſneſs the modeſt bard abjures : 
"Tis ſurely pert to meddle with His pages, 

Who never deign'd to look in one of ours. 


LYRIC 
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ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 
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— Ara viroſque 0 


Paint and the men of canvas fire my lays, _, 
Who ſhew their works for profit and for praiſe ; 
Whoſe pockets know moſt comfortable fillings — 
Gaining two thouſand pounds a year by ſhillings, 
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i DE. 


BY | O D E ; 


Pe rex giveth an account of his great Retarion—boaſteth— 
| © praiſeth Sir WILLIAM CuanMsess and SonerstT-Houst---ap- 
playdeth Sir Jos uv RevnoLDs, and ſheweth deep claſſic Learn- 


1 ing. | 


1 Mv Couſin Pix pAx, in his Odes, 

© | Applauded Horſejockeys and Gods; 

Wreſtlers and Boxers in his verſe divine 
Then ſhall not I, who boaſt his fire, 
An old hereditary lyre, 

To Britiſh Painters give a golden line ? 
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Say, ſhall yon Dome ſtupendous riſe, 

Striking with Attic front the ſkies— 
The nurſing dame of many a Painting Ape“; 
And 


* Painting Ape.---Tliis expreſſion is by no nieatis meant to con- 
vey the idea of inſult.-There is great propriety, if not poetry, in 
it.---The reader will pleaſe to recollect, that Painting is an imitative 
art---Monkeys are prodigious imitators---witneſs my own Odes.--- 
Befides; Pope compliments the immortal Newton by a ſimilar allu- 

on. | ; | 95 


16 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXtt, 


And I immortal rhyme refuſe, 
To tell the nations round the news, 
And make poſterity with wonder gape ? 


Spirit of Couſin Pixvar, ho! 
By all thy Odes, the world ſhall know, 

That Cuams ERS plann'd it Be his name rever d- 
Sir WILLIAu's journeymen and tools, 
(No pupils of the Chineſe Schools) | 

With lone, and wood, and lime, the fabric rear'd ! 


Thus having put the Knight i in Albin: 
Stone, men, and timber, tools and lime ; 
Let us ſurvey what this rare Dome contains--- 
Where rival Artiſts for a name, | | 
Bit by that glorious mad-dog Fame, 
Have fix d the labours of their bruſh and brains, 


0 Muſe! Sir SEE 8 maſter- hand 

Shall firſt our lyric laud command 

'Lo! TaxtetoON dragging on his boot ſo tight! 
His Horſes feel a godlike rage, | 

And yearn with Yankies to en gage — 

1 think I hear them ſhorting for the fight ! 1 


LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXIT, 17 


Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing ! 
I wiſh indeed their manes fo flowing 
Were more like hair :---the brutes had been as good, 
If, flaming with ſuch claffic force, 
They had reſembled leſs that horſe 
| Call d Trojan---and by Greeks compos'd of wood, 


E 


Now to yon trotting angel let us go--- 

A very fine performance too, I trow, 
Who rides a cloud---indeed a heavy hack--- 

Which to my mind doth certes bring 
= - That eaſy bum-delighting thing, 
Rad by the * Chancellor----yclep'd a ſack. 


7 Yet, Rxrxvorps, let me fairly ſay, 
3 With pride I pour the lyric lay 
T4, moſt things by thy able hand expreſt--- 
Compar'd, to other painting-men, 
Thou art an eagle to a wren! 
Now, Miſtreſs Muſe, pray wait on Miſter WEs T. 


* The . Chancellor, i in > the Houſe of Lords, fits 3 
on a woolfack. £4 


* 


er | 1 18: } 


ODE I. 


x10us Sovereign. 


O Wesr, what hath thy pencil done ? 
Why, painted God Almighty's Son 


Pgrzx falleth foul on Mr. Wes r for repreſenting our bleſſed Rx - 
DEEMER like an OLD-CLoTtTaes-Man---and for miſrepreſenting 
the Aros TLEs--- Cutteth up Mr. WzsT's angels---Attacketh 
another picture of Mr. W᷑s r's . Weepe th over the hard fate of 
PaixcE Ocravivs and Aus us rus, children of our moſt glo- 


* 


Like an old-clothes-man, about London ſtreet ! 


Put in his hand a ruſty bag, 
To hold each dainty, ruſty rag; 


We then ſhall ſee the character complete. 


Th' Apoſtles too, Tm much afraid, 
Were not the fellows thou haſt made 


For Heav'n's ſake, rub thoſe raſcals out again 


There's not a mortal who believes 


They look d like old * Salvator's Thieves, _ 
Althou gh they 9 not look like gentlemen. = 


8 


_ * Salvator Roſa, depp ia his charaGers of bandits. N 
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LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXIT. 19 


Saint Paul moſt candidly declares, 
He could not give himſelf high airs 
Upon his perſon---which was rather homely.— 
But really, as for all the reſt, 
Save Judas, who was a rank beaſt, 
They all were decent labourers, and comely. 


Thy S$pirits too can't boaſt the graces--- 
Two Indian angels by their faces--- 

But ſpeak---where are their wings to mount the wind ? 
One would ſuppoſe MBRIDE * had met 'em--- 
If thou haſt ſpare ones, quickly get em, 

Or elſe the lads will both be left behind. 


Ghoſt of + Octavius ! tell the bard, 
And thou, Auguſtus, us'd ſo hard, 

Why Wesr hath murder'd you, my tender lambs a 
Le bring to mind vile Richard s deed, 

Who bade your royal coufins bleed, 

For which the world the tyrant's mem'ry damns. 


Capt. M*Bride, famous for winging men of war, as well as par- 
tridges. See his letter to the Admiralty. 
_ + A picture chriſtened the Apotbeoffs of the young gentlemen. 
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20 LYRIC ODES, FOR M, pc, LxxxII. 


To give the dev' his due, thou doſt inherit 
Some pigmy portion of the painting ſpirit; 


But what is this, compar'd to loftier things ? 


Thine is the fortune (making rivals groan) 
Of wink and nod familiar from the throne, 
And ſweeteſt whiſpers from the beſt of kings. 


Nods, and winks-royal, fince the world began, 


Are immortalities for little man. 


A whiſper, like the breeze that lifts the duſt, 
And mounts o'er chunney-tops, the giddy. , 


Can raiſe a raſcal to a place of truſt, F 


Whoſe back has bled beneath the wy of law. 


Roll on a beggar but the royal eye, 
How the rogue puffs amid th enlarging Tight! f 
Stretch'd by its blaze, the fellow's ten feet bigh--- 
Juſt as in magic-lanterns ſwells the mite: 


Such is the power of kings to make one ſtare - 
Apes are ee u e I do declare LL N 


* 
1 
* . % A 
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ODE III. 


PETER adminiſtereth ſage advice to very young Painters, 


Y PEOPLE muſt mount by ſlow degrees to glory--- 
JF "Tis ſtairs muſt lead us to the attic ſtory--- 


L Thus thought my great old Name-ſake, PETER Czar; 


Who bound himſelf, in Holland, to a trade; 
1 A very pretty carpenter he made; 
3 And then went * home, and built a man of war. 


Z The lad who would a pothecary ſhine, 

| g Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine; 

1 | "gen the ſhop clean, and watch it like a porter ; 

Y Learn to boil glyſters---nay, to give them too, 
If blinking nurſes can't the bus'neſs do; | 

Write well the labels, and wipe well the mortar. 


Before that boys can riſe to maſter tanners, | 
Humble thoſe boys muſt be, and mind their manners; 
Deſpiſing PRIDE, whoſe wiſh it is to wreck em; 


| a To Ruſſia. 
C 3 


22 LYRIC ODES, FOR M, pcc, LXxXXII. 


And mornings, with a bucket and a ſtick, 
Should never once diſdain to bend and pick, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, rich lumps of Album Græcum. 


Thus ſhould young Gs lads themſelves de- 
mean; 
Learn how to keep their maſters' bruſhes clean, 
And learn to ſqueeze the colours from the bladders--- 
Furbiſn up rags; the ſhining pallet ſet L 
Keep the knives bright, and eke the eaſel neat --- 
Such arts, to Famz's high temple are the ladders. 


Young men, ſo uſeful are the arts I mention; 
(Believe me not an atom is invention). | 
The inſtant that I pen this ode, I know 


A jew-like, ſhock-poll'd, ſerubby ſhort black man, 


More like a cobler than a gentleman--- 


Working on canvaſs, like a dog in dough. 


By heav'ns! with ſcarce more knowledges than theſe, 
He earns a guinea ev'ry day with eaſe ; 

Attempteth heads of princes, dogs, cats, 'ſquires--- 
Now on a monkey vent'reth, now a ſaint ; 


* 


Talks of himſelf, and much himſelf admires, 


And ſtruts the verieſt Bantam Cock of Paint. 


But 


enn Tr LI 
0% ., r . 
TTV 
LEE N yy We TE 
3 wed - 12 

2 


- — enn 0 e N 
22 . al r 5 ag 2 (6 6 8 
PE 5. ac; Fe 9 Ro Wh inte! 1 RED" 
DC VFA + fo BO ERS e 2 8 MOI Ts. 1 
II 3 3 n 
+ 


2 


PFF 


CCW 2 RE 
Pc * 
BELA A 3 ek. o 3 
e e 77 . * 
n 25 4 NE 8 
? f : 


LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXX11. 


But mind me, youths, I don't conceit advile, 


Becauſe tis fulſome to men's ears and eyes; 


Whoſe tongues might cover you with ridicule: 


And pray, who loves the appellation, Fool? 


Yet, if, in ſpite of all the Muſe can ſay, 


You will 1% on going the wrong way, 
And wiſh to be of men the laughing- ſtock - 
Copy our little old black bantam cock; 


Whoſe ſoul, moreover of ſuch ſort is; 
With ſo much acrimony overflows, 
As makes him, whereſoe'er he goes, 

A walking thumb-bottle of Aqua-fortis, 


2 


23 


13 
ODE IV. 


11 


The Lyric Bard commendeth Mr. GarnszoxoVGn's Pre- Recom- 


mendeth LAN DSA E to the Artiſt, 


AND now, O Muſe; with ſong ſo big, 

Turn round to GarinsrBorRoven's Girl and Pig, 5 
Or Pig and Girl I rather ſhould have ſaid: 

The pig in white, I muſt allow, 

Is really a well painted fow : 
I wiſh to ſay the ſame thing of the maid. 


As for poor St. Leger and Prince; 

Had I their places, I ſhould wince, 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high : 

Juſt like your felons after death, 

On Bagſhot, or on Hounſlow Heath, 
That force from travellers the pitying ſigh. 


Yet GarnsBoRovuecn has merit too, 
Would he his charming for? purſue ; 

To mind his landſcape have the modeſt grace ; 
Yet there ſometimes are Nature's tints deſpis'd ; 
I wiſh them more attended to, and priz'd, 


Inſtead of trump'ry that uſurps their place. 
| Tg ODB 


1 * 1 


O DE FV. 


PzTER quarrelleth with Far ·LProveth its fatal inconveniencies--Ac- 
counteth for the leanneſs and rags of the Muss Diſplayeth mi- 
litary ſcience---Telleth a wonderful Story of a Sranisn Max- 
Quis---Talketh ſenſibly ofa greyhound, a hawk, and a race-horſe 
»--Pointeth out the proper ſubjects for greaſe. 


PAINTERS and poets never ſhou'd be fat--- 
Sons of Apollo! liſten well to that: 
Fat is foul weather, dims the fancy's ſight : 
In poverty, the wits more nimbly muſter : 
Thus ftars, when pinch'd by froſt, caſt keener luſtre 
On the black blanket of OLD Motazr NI GHT, 


_ Your heavy fat, I will maintain, 

Is perfect birdlime to the brain ; 

And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings, 
Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings. 


2 Fat flattens the moſt brilliant thoughts, 
Like the buff- ſtop on harpſicords, or ſpinets -- 
Muffling their pretty little tuneful throats, : 
Fhat would have chirp'd away like linnets., 


I Nor 
= : 
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Not only fat is hurtful to the Arts, 

But Love, at fat---ey'n Love ALMiGHTx ſtarts: 
Love hates large, lubberly, fat, clumſy fellows, 
Panting and blowing like a blackſmith's bellows. 


In parliament, amidſt the various chat, 

What eloquence of Nox rx is 106 by fat! 

Mute in his head-piece on his boſom hung, 

How _ a ſpeech hath ſlept _ his tongue! 3 


So far AroLLo's right, I needs muſt own, 
To keep his ſons and daughters high in bone : 
The Nins too, as from hiſtory we glean, 
Are, like Don Quixote's RosixAxTR, lan; 


Who likewiſe fancy all incumbrance bad, 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; 
Looking like damſels juſt eſcap'd from jails, 
With _ al freſco, and with tatter'd tails. 


How, with large rolls of fat, wad act 
A ſoldier, or a ſailor? 
And ttis a well-atteſted fact, 
Apollo was as nimble as a taylor. 
How could he elſe have caught that handſome flirt, 


Miss Dara, racing through the pools and dirt ? 
3 The 
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The Marquis of Cerona, of great parts, 
Could ſcarce ſupport himſelf, he was ſo big—. 
He ſtarv'd—drank vinegar by pints and quarts, 
And got down to a chriſtian from a pig: = 
Some authors ſays, his ſkin (but ſome will doubt him) 
Would fold a balt-a-dozen times about him, 


Keader !—of lie I urge not an iota : 
His ſkin would really round his body come, . 
Though tight before as parchment on a drum 
Juſt like a Portugueſe Capota.— 


Yes—yes—indeed I ſolemnly repeat, 

Painters and bards ſhould very little cat : 

No matter, verily, how ſlight their fare— 

Nay, though camelion-like they fed on air— _ _ 


Elſe they're like ladies much inclin'd to feeding, 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding ; 
Or, like the hen , facefious Aſopꝰs ſtory, 

So known---I ſhall not lay the tale before ye, 


Ye would not load with fat, a running-horſe, 

Or greyhound ye defi gn'd to courſe; _ 
Nor would ye fatten up the hawk 

Je mean to nimble birds to talk, 

i Then 
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Then pray, young bruſhmen, if ye wiſh to thrive, 
And keep your genius, and the art alive, 
Gobble not quantities of fleſh and fiſh up : 
| Berxnes who can no harm from fat receive, 
May feaft fecurely—then for heav'n's fake leave 
Greaſe to an alderman, a hog, and biſhop.--- 


„OD 


Peres flattereth Mr. Mason — ; and that moſt brit 
kant landſeape- painter, Mr. LouTHERBOURG,---PETER admi- 
reth, * and confoleth the E Claude, ; WiLson. 


Try bats, CnAM BERLIN, 1 7 be 
A likeneſs, far as I can ſee; 8 
But, faith! I cannot praiſe a finals e TE 
Yet, when it ſo ſhall pleaſe the Lord, 
To make his people out of board, 
Thy pictures will be tolerable nature. 


And LovTtuerxBovre, when Heav'n fo wills, 
To make braſs ſkies, and golden hills, 
With marble bullocks in glaſs paſtures grazing : 


Thy 


- Thy reputation too will rite, 
And people, gaping with ſurpriſe, 
Cry, «* Monſieur LourhERBOUnG is moſt amazing!“ 


; But thou muſt wait for that event--- 
E Perhaps the change 1s, never meant--- 
i Till then, with me, thy pencil will not ſhine--- | 
Till then, old red-nos'd * Wrt8ox's art 
Will hold its empire o'er my heart, 
By Britain left in poverty to pine. 


But, honeſt WIILsox, never mind: 
Immortal praiſes thou ſhalt find, 

And for a dinner have no cauſe to fear. 
Thou ſtart'ſt at my prophetic rhimes! 
Don't be impatient for thoſe times 
Wait till thou haſt been dead a hundred year. 


* This great Artiſt was defired by Sir W. CHamBERrs, his 
friend, to paint a picture for a great King: the Artiſt painted the 
picture for the great King; it was one of the fineſt he ever exe- 
cuted ; the picture was ſhewn tothe great King, which was laughed. 
at, and with contempt returned. The Picture is now in the au- 
thor's poſſeſſion. Why have we not a life of Wiso, whoſe eye 

was as perfect in the perception of aerial nature, as that of CLaupe,. 
and whoſe ideas were of a much ſuperior order of grandeur. 


ODE 


CHE 


ODE VII. 


PerEz breaketh out into learnin g and talketh Latin—Adviſeth 
young artiſts to do no more than they can do---Recommendeth to 
eachthe knowledge of his genius. ---PETER talketh of ÆEſop's fa- 

| bles and Miſter STUBBs.---PETER ventureth on the ſtage--Re- 
| cordeth a ſtory of an . and concludeth facetiouſly. 


ho 2; I fit Macenas, ut nemo quam fibi ſortem”'—— 
Was partly written for thoſe fools 

Who ſlight the very art that would ſupport em, 
In ſpite of Gratitude and Wiſdom's rules. 


It brings to mind old Æſop's tale, fo ſweet, 
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a ſtag, _ 
Who us'd to curſe his clumſy legs and feet, 
But of his horns did wonderfully brag : | 


Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 
Who, from the wardrobe of their ſeulls, 
Could, with the greateſt pleaſure, piece-meal tear 
Such * lookin g ornamental geer. 


But, 
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But, to the ſtory of the Buck, 


Like many Engliſh ones, much out of luck. 


The morn was freſh, the ſcent was good, 
And Bvcx by thund'ring hounds purſu'd : 
His legs ſo friendly bore him like the wind ; 
In ſhort, he mock'd the thund ring ſounds— 
In ſhort, he laugh'd at all the hounds— - | 
And left them, with a *f—, behind. 


And now a thicket's to be ſought : 

In ruſh'd the ſtag, as quick as thought— _ 

No ſooner got among the thorns, 

But Bucx's e by the horns :— 

we 

Up come the dogs, at length, with dreadful n ; 
In vain he ſtruggles hound on hound 
Pulls the poor pris ner to the ground A. 

Then enters Huntſman John, and cuts his throat. 


This is really too much in Rabelais“ and Dr. Swift's vulgar 
manner -an arrant lapſus linguæ. The nice - noſed reader is theres 
fore deſired to turn his noſe up or awry at this naſty alluſive letter. 
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Unfortunately for the graphic art, 
Painters too often their true genius thwart ; 

Mad to accompliſh what can ne'er be done, 
They form for. criticiſm a world of fun. 


The man of hiſt'ry longs to deal in little, 
Quits laſting oil, for periſhable fpittle ; 
The man of miniature to hiſt'ry ſprings, | 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like bruſh, 
Makes for ſublimity a daring puſh, 
And ſhows, like Icarus, his feeble wings. 


"Tis faid that nought ſo muck the temper rubs 
Of that ingenius artiſt, Miſter Srußzs, 

As calling him a horſe-painter—how ſtrange, 
That STVBRs the title ſhould defire to change ! Toe 


Yet doth he curſes on th' occaſion utter, 

And, fooliſh, quarrel with his bread and butter: 
Yet}. after landſcape, gentlemen and ladies, 

| This very Miſter STVBES PO mad is ; 


e bee which; the A ins 
Ts Fan's fair temple, happy and unhurt; | 

And takes a hobby-horſe to gall his pride, 

That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 


The 
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The ſelf-ſame folly reigns, too, on the gs 


Such for impoſſibilities the rage! 
The Man of Farce to Tragedy aſpires, 


A And, calf-like bellowing, feels heroic fifes— 


Was rox for Hamlet and Othello figh'd; 

And thouglit it dev'liſh hard to be deny d. 

The courtly Arrxe ro- s untoward Star 

Wanted her reputation much to mar, 

And fink the Lady to the Waſhing- tub·- | 
80 whiſper' d—* Miſtreſs AB1NGTON, play Scrub: * 
To folly full as great; ſome i imp may lug her, 

And bid her flink i in Filch, and Abel Drogger. 


An AAor, * at this time; 
That now 1 pen my verſe ſublime, | 
Could not, to fave his ſoul, find out his fort— 
But lo! it happen'd, on a lucky night, 
He on the ſubject got a deal of light ; 
And thus doth Fame the een 


After ehibiting to Pit and Wb 53 
To take a dram, the Actor ſtroll'd to * Fox's— 
Whete ſoon his friend came in, ſuch Sinathings laying, 


MY 


5 A Tavern ptr the Playhouſe, 3 


— = = 
— nc as EP eros - = 


Wait pi rt! 12 replied the other with an bath: 
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Offering a thouſand pretty ſalutations, 5 12 
With full confirming. oath-cjaculations 
Unto this Son of Ts on his playing. 


« Damn me, ' quoth he, en ball wondrons 
merit Gbr ad ct : 
Thou play it 5 my Prey with matchics 
* Zounds ! my dear, fellow, let me go to H- 1 
I ever part was ec well”... . 


The Actor bluſh'd, —_ he. uY filly look! d, 
To hear ſuch compliments ſo nicely cook d. — 405 4 :@ 
Getting the better of his mauvaiſe honte, | 75 pee 
And ſtarin g at the other s ſteady front, | 


Quoth be «© What part, pray, mean 500 for, in troth ; 
* I know of none that you ſhould ſo commend.” — 


T7. 


“The Rs of a Been mi dear friend! * 


811 


The Player, EEE -nſtead of 1 Und, 


Thank'd him for the diſcovery of his fort— — 
Purſu'd his gening—ſought no higher _ 111 A 
. A his pm won ee Gab. « oL 


4 :. 
wu, 1 K T7 , rt F 0 > FREY 54 % 2 74 * 
* a> * wk. i gb 3 2 & nl . 


* A part] in one of the Patong which contains 2 * por- 
tion of kicking, braying, obſtinacy, and tail-wriggling. 
. „ | inn 


* 


wa 
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OD E VIIL 


| Wee reprehendeth Mr. nd Mes. Cos wav, and 3 at laſh 
aſhamed of his attack---He trimmeth Dr. Jounson's jacket- -- 


and commendeth the re nw Pzarse in a ſtyle unknown 
before; 


Flix, cr | I'm aſham'd to fly + 

Thou own'® the title of R. A. 

I fear, to damn thee twas the Devil's ſending, — 
Some honeſt calling quickly find, | 
And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind, 

Or ſhirts and ſhifts be making, or be mending. 


Il Madam cannot make a ſhirt, 
Or mend, or from it waſh the dirt, 

Better chan paint, the Poet for thee feels— 
Or take a ſtitch up in thy ſtocking, 
(Which for a wiſe is very ſhocking) 


1 1 605 the condition of thy heels, 
"What ber was in your fkulls, - SR 
To make you act ſo like two al e * 
T” expoſe your daubs, that made with wondrous | ou 
out * Bi Fo 
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Could RARAEL's angry ghoſt ariſe, 
And on the figures caſt his eyes, 
Hed catch a Lo up, and blow your brains out. 


- Mvuss, in this eriticiſm, I fear 

Thou really haſt been too ſevere: 
Coswar paints Miniature with decent ſpirit, 
And Mrs. Coswa x boaſts fome trifling merit. 


Be more like courtly Horace's thy page ; 


And ſhun of furious Juvenal the rage; 


Of whom old Scaliger afferts—** qui j ggulat 
I e not murder would the fellow boggle at. 
He was a furious fellow, to be ſure, 
Like Jonxsox, whom the world could ſcarce endure; ; 
Who, ſurly, bore his tommy-hawk about, 
And glory ing in a Deſpot's rude dominion, a 
Scalp d, without mercy, ev'ry man's opinion | 


| Which from his mouth ſhould dare to venture out. 


Where Jonxsox fat (which Candour ſore bewails!) 


Men ſtole forth words ſo cautious !—juſt like ſnails, A 
So fearful, putting forth their tender horns, 
Shrinking and drawing in, and ſo afraid 
Of ev ry toe that rudely may invade— 
Bere and nettles, and ſharp- wounding thorns. 
4 + | Lo! 
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Lo] our opinion is a child ſo dear, 

| We love its prattle, though a ſimple note : 

And, conſequently, can't with patience bear 
The ruffian that would cut its little throat. 


| Sweet is the voice of Praist !-—-Oh, ſoft as filk ! 
I wiſh the world's rude veins could run with milk! 
Pr AlsE is rich ſunſhine-weather---all enjoy it 
To catch it ev'ry one 1s ſo alive--- 
Bleſt as the bees, that, humming from their hive, 
So advantageouſly employ it. 


But CegxsvRE is a cloud fo cold, that ſcowls - 

| And fpits---now ſouſes us o'er head and ears, 
Fpoils our beſt clothes; and juſt like poor ſoak'd ſowls, 
Drooping, fo foolith ev'ry man appears, | 


S PRAISE is a pretty woman's ſoft white hand, 
That, ſmoothing, tickles fo our ſkin ; 

Cexsunk, a currycomb we can't withſtand, 
Brings blood, and puts us all upon the grin ! 


Mus, liſten to this lecture go thy ways 
And quitting Cxusvnk, facrifice to Praiss. 


. | ODE 


E 8 fn 


PETER exhibiteth great Biblical knowledge Immortaliſeth his 


Grace of QuRENSEEAMRY--Condemneth Imitators, and maketh 


compariſons, of Painters and Pointers, a Lais and a parcel of 


Enſigns. 


SIR Josnua, (for I've read my Bible over) 


Of whoſe great bruſh I own myſelf a loyer, 
Puts me in mind of Mathew, the firſt chapter 
A genealogy I read with rapture--- ._ 1 


Abram got Ifaac---Iſaac, Jacob got 
Joſeph to get, was lucky Jacob's lot, 


And all Joe's brothers, 
Who very nat rally got others, 


| A genealogy ſo full of blood, TOR 
And cke fo full of piety---ſo good 
Pleafing to me, as unto GukENSB'RRT'Ss Grace 
The genealogy of horſes, | 
So famous an the famous courſes, : - 
That bring to mind the fam'd Olympic race. 


3 


”Y 
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Sir JosHvA's happy Pl hath produc'd 
A hoſt of Copyiſts, much of the ſame feature ; 

By which the Art hath greatly been abus'd : 

I own Sir JosnuA great; but Nature greater. 


3+ - 3 E 
. : . 
7 


But what, alas! is ten times worſe, 1 
The progreſs of the Art to curſe : 

The Copyiſts have been copied too; 

And that, I'm ſure, will never do. 


Such Painters are like pointers ſeeking game 
Intent on pleaſure, and dog-fame, 

Suppoſe a half-a-dozen dogs, or more, : 
Snuffing, and Oy ring, crofling the field o'er : 


Eon the fragrant gale! 
How act the others? Stop their ſcamp'ring joints; 
And, 10 one uoſe pokes forth on t'other's fail. 


Perhaps this dog-compariſon of mine, _ 

Though vaſtly natural and raſtly fine, of 1 | 
May not be fully underſtood | ot at 
By all the youngling painter bog; 5 v4 


” * 1 
1A $32 745 


Therefore, that into error b "mayni't t roam, | 
1 we keep a little more at home, 
x: Suppoſe - 
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Suppoſe a Damſel of the Cyprian clafs, 
A freſh-imported, lovely, blooming lafs, 

Gay, tripping, ſmiling, ogling, in the Park- 
Suppoſe thoſe charms, ſo pleaſing to the eye, 
Catch the wild glance, and ſtart the am rous ſigh, 

Of ſome young roving Military « ih ! 


Lo! asif toydi'd by bellt or by danke 
Sudden he ſtops all- over ſtarin 8 wonder — 

A thouſand fancies, his warm brain ſurround ; 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground, 

He points towards thoſe faſcinating charms 
That rous'd the hoſt of Paſſions up in arms. 


A brother Enſign ſpies the ftock-fiill lad, 
And ſudden halts—grave pond'ring what it 
Another Enſign, taking this far mad, 


Upon his fupple jack, deep-mary'ling, leans : 


Anotbęr Enſign after him, too, ſauntering, 
Stops ſhort, and to his eye applies his glaſs— 
Ta know what ſtay d his brother Enſign 8 cantering, 

Not dreaming of that eye-catcher, the La * 


i 


Thus 
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Thus noſing one the other's back, 

stands in a goodly row the King's red pack: 
Except the ff, whom Nature's charms inſlame 
His noſe is properly towards the game. 


= Fen 0, the 8 to NATURE true, 

4 Doth mark her form, and all her haunts purſue; 
Whilſt half the filly Bruſhmen of the land, 
Contented take the Nymen at ſecond-hand ; 
Imps, who juſt boaſt the merit of 7. ranflators— 
Horace's ſervum pecus—mitators. 


i 0 DE X. © 
PETER is witty Mefheurs SERRES and Zoxrranrt, and praiſeth 
and condemneth Mr. LE ho alſo toucheth Meſſieurs 

Car ro and PENNY, : 


 SerREs and ZorpAxII I ween, 

J better works than yours have ſeen.— 
Youll ſay, no compliment can well be coldar 
Why, as you ſcarce are in your prime, 
And wait the ſtrengtk ning hand of Time, 
I hope that you'll i improve as yqu grow older.* x 


unh. about po yeap of ago, of de un 63 or 6g. | 
| BE Believe 
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Believe me, BAR RET, thou haſt truth and taſte ; 

Yet ſometimes art thou apt to be »nchafte : 
Tod oſt thy pencil, or thy genius, flage= 

Too oft thy landſcapes, bonfires ſeem to be; 

And in thy buſtling clouds, methinks l ſee 
The reſurrection of OLD > RAGS, 


* 


Ah! eib A WY ſpare pe 
Suppreſs thy traſh another N _ 
Nor of thy folly make us fay a hard ting 
And lo! thoſe daubs amongſt the many, 
Painted by Miſter Epwazp Pexxy ! 
They truly are not worth one half a farthing, 


* 4% fa 


) # 
3 = $62 6 * 
: s 0 , 
* * 2 * 
: - . F 1 - : * 5 . * 4 
4 a 
- Q * 5 „ . 6 1 1 * þ 

SS. GE 2 : 8 * 1 , f * « 

1s BO 2 s „ E „ . 3 

44. * Y 


PxrEA — "RE r0-—Advifeth people to aoka their own 


| "of And noſes; ; and ordereth what is to be done with A bad noſe | 


©: 


ON 5 year the Pow rs of Faſhion rule 5 2 12575 
In fayour of the Roman School—- UW 


Then hey, for drawing Raphael and Pouſſin: 


- 
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The following year, the Flemiſh bruſhſhall ſtrike--- 
Then hey for colouring---Rubens and Vandyke; 
And, 10 the W is not . a pin. 


Be not impos 0 upon by, Facnzon' s. roar 
Fashlox too often makes an idle noiſe; 
Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
The pooreſt traſh, the miſerableſt toys, 


And as a gang of thieves a buſtle make, 
With greater eaſe your purſe to take, 

So FASHION frequently, her point to gain, 
Sets up a howl enough to ſtun a ſtone, | 
And fairly picks the pocket of your brain, 
That is, if any brain you chance to own. 


| Carry your eyes with you, where oer you 90 5 
For not to truſt to them, is to abuſe em: 

As Nature gave them t'ye, ye ought toknow 
I be wiſe old Lady meant that ye ſhould / em; 
And yet, what thouſands, to our vaſt ſurpriſe, 
Of pictures judge by other people's eyes! 


When Nature made a preſent of a noſe 
Tocach man's face, we juſtly may f 
„ 
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She meant, that for itſelf the noſe ſhould think, | 

And judge in matters of perfume and ftink ; 

Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hack! 

To bear horn ſpectacles upon its back 

1 — it cannot ſmell, 11 then!“ you 'H 4 
«+ Fling it away.“ 


ODE XI. 


The Lxxle Bazp waxeth witty on Mr, Px TERS's Angel and Child, 
and alſo Madam AnGzrL1ca Kavrrxax, talking e of 
a wedding night! 


DEAR Pzress ! who, like Luke the Saint, 
A man of goſpel art, and paint, 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury; 
If Heav'n's fair angels are like thine, 
Our bucks, 1 think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t other world the ann * . 


The infant foul do not much admire; "OE | 
It boaſteth ſomewhat more of fleſh than fire--= 
The | icture, Perus, cannot ot much A DF, 1 
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I'm glad though, that the red-fac'd little ſinner, 
Poor foul ! hath made a hearty dinner 
Before it ventur'd on ſo long a journey. 


ANGELICA my plaudit gains | 
= Her heart ſo ſweetly canvaſs ſtains! | 
Her dames, ſo Grecian, give me ſuch delight! 
. But, were ſhe married to ſuch gentle males 
Y As figure in her painted tales, 
I bar ſhe'd find a flupid wedding- night. 


Oo D XII. 


Fara laſherh the Ladies He "omen Story-teller; Ter- 
3 | 


1 the ladies with ſuch beauty blaze, 
They very frequently my paſſion raiſe, | 
Their charms compenſate, ſcarce, their want of taſte, 
1 Paffing amidſt the Exx181Trion crowd, 
- L heard ſome damſels faſhionably loud; 
And: thus I give the dialogue that paſt. 


| Oh! the dear man! (cried one) look! here's botitiet 


„Ie ſhall * | „ it 
N Lord! 
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Lord couſin, ſee | how beautiful the rat: 
«© What charmingcolours! here'sfinelace, here's gauze! 
“What pretty ſprigs the fellow draws ! . | 
& Lord! couſin ! he's the clevereſt man in own © 


8 Ay, couſin, cried a Seon, * c very & fie 
bs Andhere, here scharminggreen, andred, and blu _ 


>. 


Theresa complexion beats the rouge of Wann EN! 
« See thoſe red lips, oh la] they ſeem ſo nice! 
What roſy, cheeks then, couſin, to entice-!---. 


“ Compar'd to this, all other heads are carrion.— 


Cen. oem 


4 Couſin, this anner quickly will hs ſeen 

« Painting the Pxrngess RoyAu, and the Query : 
5 Pray don't ye think as I do, coz , | 

« But we'll be e fel, d that 8 poz.” 


Such as the ee =" Y 
That paſs'd. between the pretty Miſtes, - 
Whilſt unobſery'd;; the glory of our nation, | 
Cloſe by them hung Sir Josnva's matchleſs pieces 
Works ! that a/F17T1an's hand could form alone--- 
Works ! that Conx Rio had been proud to own 


Jarrowing, O Readers, let me lay before ye, 10 
wm ** happen d therefore a true ſtory. I 
viod | 'A' STORY. 


L ar by ” 
; g 1 a 1 42 


A 8 IT. R V.,. 

WALKING one pn Jong the Strand 
My wond” ring eyes did ſuddenly expand 

Upon a pretty leaſh of Corniſh laſſes.— 
« Heay'ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how dye do? 

« Upon my ſoul I'm, monſtrous glad to ſee 7e. 
60 Swinge ! PETER, we are glad to meet with you; 

We re juſt to London come well, pray how be 0 
« We're juste a going, while tis lebt, = 0 
__ To ſee St. Pau” 8 before 'tis dark.: — : 8 
66 Lord come, for once, be ſo pollte, i | 


5 And e de to be our ſpark. „ 


« With all my heart, my cherubs. - On we walk d, | 
And much of London---tritich of Cornwall TOS 
| Now did I hug myſelf to think ; 
How much that glorious ſtructure would A 
How from its awful grandeur they Wann fhrink 
With open mouths, and marw ling m_ 


CE 


As near to Ludgate- bill we dre p, . W 


* 
. 
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Behold, my lovely ſtrangers; one and all, 
Gave a moſt diabolic fquall, 


As if they had been tumbled on the ſtones, 
And ſome confounded cart had ctuſh'd their bones. 


After well fright'ning the people with their cries, 
And flicking to a ribbon-ſhop their eyes, 
They all rafh'd in, and ſwift to patterns tat, 
Ard imitating Babel, thus began == 
cr dine | here arc colours then, to pleaſe 1 

« Delightful things, I vow to Heav'n! 
«© Why! not to ſee ſuch things as theſe, 55 

% We nevet ſhould have 1 DIAG forgiv'n _ > 15 


* 4 
7 
2 Cv 4 


14 Here, here, are clever things«--good Lord! 7 
* And, ſiſter, here, upon my word -- 
« Here, here !---look { here arg baute to delight: 

«© Why ! how a body's heels might dance 
Along from Launceſton to Penzance, _.'-- 
6 Betone that one might meet with en a Schr, 


% Come, ladies, 'twill be dark * Gal 1-444 1 fears 
4 Fray let us view St. Paus, 'tis'now-ſo near.” — 


A : 
NY Lord! 


LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DGC,LEXXIL. | 49 


1 Lord! PETER, (cried the girls) don't mind St. 
% PAULI 
« Sure! you're a moſt incurious FER | 


« Why—we can ſee the church another PO 
% Don't be afraid—St. Paur's can't run azway.” 


x Rrapzn, f 
If &er thy boſom felt a thought ſublime, 
Prop tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme |. 


ODE XIV. 
Ps rx difclaimeth flattery—Deſcribeth the Gn AD Moxanaye= 
and promiſeth critical candour. | 


Tis very true, that fattery's not my for!— 

I cannot to ſtupidity pay court— 
And fivear a face Iooks ſenſe (the picture puffing) 
That boaſts no more expreſſion than a muffin. 


| And yet, a Frenchman cart do this, 
And think he doth not act amiſs; be, 
Vox. I. * | Although 
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Although he tells a moſt confounded _ 
Ke Lewis leads me into this remark, 

Call'd by his people all, LE GRAND MoxnarauUt— 
A demi-god in every Frenchman's eye. W - 


His portrait by ſome famous hand was done, 
And then exhibited at the Salon: 
At once a courtly critic criticiſes— 
Where is the brilliant eye, the charming grace, 
The ſenſe profound that marks the Royal face— 
« The Soul of LE wis, that fo very wiſe is?“ 


Yet when he bawl'd for ſenſe, he bawl'd, I wot, 
For furniture the head had never got. 

Reader, believe me, that this gentleman _ 
Was form'd on Nature's very homely plan.— 


Clumſy in legs and ſhoulders, head and gullet, 
His mouth abroad in ſeeming wonder loſt, | 
As if its. meaning had given up the ghoſt : * 
His-eye far duller than a leaden bullet; © 
Nature fo ſlighting the poor Royal nob, 
As if ſhe bargain'd for it by the job. 


* 


A 
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Theroſoee, ſhould mighty G. . or great Lord 
Both gentlefolks of high condition, br, 
Think it worth while to ſend their faces forth, | 
To ſtare amidſt the Roxas, ExnBITION— 


Tf likeneſſes, I'll not condemn the picture, 


To compliment thoſe mighty people's polls: | | 
I ſcorn to paſs unfair and cruel ſtricture s, 
By aſking for the graces, or their ſouls. 


ODE XV. 


5 
U 


| Peter pitifully praiſeth Mr. STUBs, and adminiſtereth wholeſame 


advice—Surpriſeth Mr. Hoxs with a compliment—Concludeth 
with * the ingratitude of the Ro YAL ACADEMICIANS» 


3 thy horſes, STUBBs, I view, 
And eke thy dogs, to homely nature true: 

Let modern artiſts match thee, if they can 
Such animals thy genius ſuit: 


Then ſtick, I beg thee, to the brute, 


And meddle not with woman, nor with man. 


| if, BE And 
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And now for Miſter NATHAN Ho E 
In portrait thow'rt as much alone, 

As in his landſeape ſtands th' unrival'd CLAuDE! 
Of pictures I have ſeen enough, = 
Moſt vile, moſt execrable ſtuff; 

But none fo bad as thine, I vow to God: © 


Thus in the cauſe of painting, loyal, wey 
Sublime I've ſung to. artiſts royal—-—- 
With labour-pains the Muſe hath ſore been torn ! 
And yet each acadenuc face, 
ot I fear me, hath not got the grace 
H Jo ſmile upon the bantling, now tis born. 
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r 0: D:E-8 
' ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 
FOR M, Dcc, LXxxIII. | 


ECCE-ITERUM CRISPINUS ! 


L WA ICG. ODE S. 


e 


Parzx vaunteth exceedingly—diſplayeth great learning, and pite- 


ouſly complaineth of the res anguſta domi—He praiſeth the kind 
Reviewers — Deſcribeth himſelf moſt pathetically — Conſoleth 
himſelf—Diſliketh the road to the Temple of Fame by means 
of ſhooting, poiſon, or hanging—Addrefſeth great folk—Giveth 

the King a broad hint—Aſketh a ſimple F as 
fimple an apoſtrophe to Gznivs, 


DONS af the Bruſh, I'm here again! 

At times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 

_ Caſting poetic pearl (I fear) to ſwine ! 
For hang me if my laſt year's Odes 
Paid rent for lodgings* near the gods, 

Or put one ſprat into this mouth divine. 


For odes, my Cousm had rump-ſteaks to eat! 
So ſays Pauſanias—loads of dainty meat! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit: 
The beſt eee, one and all, declare | | 
With the moſt ſolemn air, FOR 
The poet might WT guttled tilt he Gl it. 


PC The attic ry, or, xccording to the volgar rake onthe! 
TY E 4 How 
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How different far, dla! ! my worſhip's fate ! 
Jo ſooth the horrors of an empty plate, 
The grave poſſeſſors“ of the critic throne 
Gaye mg, in truth, a pretty treat— | 
Of flattery, mind me, not of met: 
F. or inf poor ſouls, like r me, are {kin and bone. 


No, no! with all x my lyric pow” rs, 
I'm not like Miſtreſs Coſway's Hours, - 
Red as cock-turkeys, plump as barn- door chicken a 
Mxxrr and I are miſerably off — | 
We both have got a moſt conſumptive cough ; 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking, 


Mir and I, ſo innocent, ſo good, 

Are like the little children in the wood. 
And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down and die ! 
May ſome good Chriſtian bard, in pity ſtrong, 
Turn redbreaſt kind, and with the ſweeteſt ſong 
Bewail our hapleſs fate with wat ry eye! | 

1 . 3 


See the Reviews for laſt year. 


+ A ſublime picture this! the exprem̃on is truly Homerical.— 
The fair artiſt hath, in the moſt ſurpriſing manner, communicated | 
do canvaſs the old bard's Idea of the brandy Jour ch <0 

arti Hiad, : 
| Poor 
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0a 
Poor CRATTERTON was ſtarv'd—with' all his art! 
Some conſolation this to my lean heart : 
Like him, in holes too, ſpider-like, I mope 3 

And there my Rev'rence may remain, alas ! 

The world will not diſcover it, the aſs 1 
Until I ſcrape acquaintance with a rope. 


Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like bees; 
Then each my pow'rs with adoration fees— 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder ;. 
When, like an Otho, I am found; 
Like Jacob's ſons, they'll look one Yother round, 
And 7p „Who would have W this a young 
; be Finder of 


* S a didnal road to fame 

Piſtols and poiſon Juſt the ſime— 

And what is worſe, one can't come back again: 
Soon As the beauteous gem we find, 
We cant diſplay it to mankind, 

Though won with ſuch he hp and an youu: 


'Ye onde 5 Dukes ſo clever, ay, 
For ye have much to give/away, 
And much your gentle patronage 1 Eb 


— — —— — oo 
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Speak, is it not a crying fin, 
That FolTr's guts are to his chin, 
Whilſt mine are ſlunk a mile into ag back ! 


Oft bs his facred Majeſty.I ſors | 
Ah! George, (I ſigh) thou haſt good things with thee, 
Would make me ſportive as a youthful cat 


It is not that my ſoul fo loyal 


Would with to wed the Princeſs Royal, 


Or be 1 ! I'm not for that. 


| Nor really * I got the grace _ 
To wiſh for Laureat Whitehead's place: 


Whole odes Cibberian—ſweet, yet very manly, 
Are ſet with — ee by Miſter 2 


Would not one bear that Heay' n lov d bor, | 
There's ſuch a number of them made: 


Bum proof to all the flogging of 1 


No ray of knowledge could their ſkulls pervade ? 


Let, gauge the pockets of thoſe fellows' breeches, 


We ſtare like Aux at their riches, 


0 Gzxws E a en art RO 7 
Who canſt not keep a mare or cow. 


3 


With 
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With all thy compliment of wit ſo friſky ! 


Whilſt FoLLy, as a mill-horſe blind, 
Beſides his compter, gold can find, 
And Sundays ſport a ſtrumpet and a whiſky ! 


ODE II. 


e turneth critie—Maketh handſome promiſes to Mr. W EST, 
and, like great folk, breaketh his word—Laugheth at the figure 
of King CHARLES —Laſheth that of OLIVER CRomwELL; and 
ridiculeth the pair of Apoſtles, Peter and John, galloping to the 
Sepulchre—Underſtandeth plain-work, and juſtly condemnetn 
the ſhortneſs of the ſkirts of Mr. Wzs7's Angels—Concludeth 
woke Jig that artiſt a handſome offer of an American immor- 


Now for my criticiſm on paints, | 
Where bull-dogs, heroes, ſinners, ſaints, 


Flames, thunder, lightning, in confuſion meet! 


« 


Behold the works of Miſter WesT! 
That artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt—- 
His pencil with due reverence, Io] I greet. 


Still bleeding from is laſt year 8 wound, 


Which from my doughty lance. he u 2 "a 
_ 67 Methinks 55 


v 


arg * only merit. . | 
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Methinks I hear the trembling painter bal, 
«© Why doſt thou perſecute me, Saul?“ 


Wesr, let me whiſper in thy ear | 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 
From me thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 
To panegyric will I turn my {kill ; 
And if thy picture J am forc'd to blame, 
Fit fay moſt handſome things about the "nn 


Don't be caſt down inſtead of gall, 
Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall: 


And yet, 1 fear thy gullet it is fuch, 


That, could I pour all Niagara down, 
Mere Niagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 
Nor think the thund'ring gulph one drop too mach. 


Ye gods ! the portrait of the King!“ 
A very Saracen ! a glorious thing ! | 

It ſhows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye— — 
Methinks I fee the people ftare, 
And, anxious for his hfe, declare, 


6 « King George hath got a firxe-ſhip * Hig: belly.“ 


Such deſpicable performance as would diſgrace a fign-poſt ; 
the drawing, colouring, 5 ſo TOR, yp Ne 502 ex» 


Thy 
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Thy Charles! what muſt I ſay to that ? 
Each face unmeaning, and ſo flat. 
Indeed firſt couſin to a piece of board : 
But, Muſe, we've promis'd in our lays, 
To give our 2. any painter praiſe; 
S0, Madam, tis but fair to keep our word. 


Well then, the Charles of Miſter W eſt, 
And Oliver, I do proteſt, 
And eke the witnefles* of reſurrection, 
Will ſtop a hole, keep out the wind, 
And make as good a window-blind, 

As great Correggio's;+ plac'd for horſe protection. 
They'll make good floer:dloths, taylor's meaſures; 
For table coverings, be treaſures ; 

With butchers, form for flies moſt charming flappers: : 
And Monday mornings at the tub, 
When queens of ſuds their linen ſcrub, 
| Make for the blue-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers. 


* Peter and John. 


F Correggio's beſt pictures were actually made uſe of in the 
royal ſtables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of the. 
horſes, 
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Wesr, I forgot laſt year to ſay; 18 4 
Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt; 
Their linen ſo much coarſeneſs did difplay : 
What's worſe each had not above half a ſhitt. 

I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders, - - 
- Ought to have deck'd that brace of heavenly riders. 


Could not their ſaddle bags, pray, jump 
To ſomewhat longer for each.rump ! _ 
I'd buy much better at a Wapping ſhop, 
By vulgar tongues baptiz d aflop! 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 
And thou ſhalt cut a figure in my rhyme: 
Sublimely tow'ring midſt th' Atlantic roar, 
I waft thy praiſes to thy native ſhore ;* ' ; 
Where LIBEERTV's brave ſons their peans ſing, 
And ev'n the convict feels himſelf a King. 


I America. 


dune 634] 


| ODE III. 


The Poet addreſeth Mr. Garnzz0z0v0n—Exbibiteth 28 Serip- 
ture erudition—Condemneth Mr. Gatxsz0RoUGH's plagiariſm 
—Giveth the Artiſt wholeſome advice. 


Now, Genssnonouen, let me view dy mins 
labours, 1 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne, 
On other bruſhmen look ſt contemptuous down, 
Like our great admirals on a gang of ſwabbers. 
My eyes broad - ſtaring wonder leads : 
To yon dear neſt* of royal heads ! 
How each the ſoul of my attention pulls! | 
Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv'ſt the frame | 
A pretty little Bible name, 


And call { it Golgotha, the place of Skulls ? 


Say, didft thou really paint em? (To be free:) 
An angel finiſh'd Luke's tranſcendent line— 

Perchance that civil angel was with thee— 
For let me TR if I think them thine. | 


* A frame full of SPY in moſt Jumble imitation of the Royal 
mm 
Thy 


— — — —2.; III 
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Thy dogs“ are good! but yet, to make thee ſtare, 
The piece hath gain'd a number of deriders: 

They tell thee, Genius in it had no ſhare, 
But chat chou foully 1 ſtol'ſt the curs from Sxrbas, 


I do not "OE thy Noe? a hint; 
For, to be plain, there's nothing in't 
The man who ſcorns to do it, is a log: 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a noſe, | 

Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe ;. 


But, z—ds ! thou muſt not W FE whole dow. 


O GarxsBorOVGH, Nature A920 fore, | 
That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 
Who in her bounteous gifts hath been fo bee, 
To cult ſuch genius out tor thee L 

Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain! 

Go find her, kiss her, and be friends again. 


Speak, Muſe, who ſorm'd that matohleſs head, 
The Corniſh Abe in tin mines bred 3 | 


v 


* A "= of 3 fring tops to cen. 
«+ Oris. | ; 


Whoſe - 


PA 
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Whoſe native genius, like his diamonds, ſhone 
In ſecret, till chance gave him to the ſun ? 
is IAcksox's portrait—put the laurel on it, 
Whilſt to that tuneful ſwan I pour a fonnet.- 


To JACKSON, oP e EXETER. | 


ENCHANTING harmoniſt ! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diffolving air, 1 
That ſeems poor weeping Varun s hymn divine, 
Soothing the wounded boſom of Drsraix 98 +2 
! | : 

0 lay, Fo ano the ſky hath given 8 

| To ſwell the dirge, fo muſically lorn? 
Declare, hath dove-ey'd Prry left her heaven, ; 

And lent 550 happy hand her 5 to mourn ? 


80 ſad, thy & ſounds of np hearts complain, 

 Lovs, from his Cyprian ule, prepares to ** ; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 

And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter fight 


ah 2 „ ODE. 


L 66 J 


ODE V. 


The great Px TER, by a bold Pindaric j juwp, leapeth from Sonnet 
to Gull-catching, 


READER, doſt know the mode of catching Gulls ? 
If not, I will inform thee—Take a board, 
And place a fiſh upon it for the fools, a 
A ſprat, or any fiſh by Gulls ador'd : 


Thoſe birds, who love a lofty flight, 

And ſometimes bid the ſun good night; 
Spying the glittering bait that floats below, 

Sans ceremonie, down they ruſh, 

(For Gulls have got no manners) on they puſh ; 
And what's the pretty conſequence, I trow ? _ | 
They firike their gentle jobbernowls of lead = 

Phamp on the board—then lie like boobies dead. 


Reader, thou need'ft not beat thy brains about, 

To make ſo plain an application out: — f 
There's many a painting PUPPY, take my word, 

Who knocks his filly head againſt a board 
That might have help'd the State - made a good Jailor, 


A 9— or a tolerable taylor. . 
o DE 
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ODE VL 


Fs ria diſcovereth more ſcriptural erudition—Groweth ſarcaſtic on 
the Exhibition—Giveth a wonderful account of St, Dennis—, 
Bluſheth for the bonour of his country Talketh ſenſibly of the 
Duc E CHAATIES and the FRENCH KING. | 


% FIN me in Sodom out,” (exclaim'd the Lord) 
Ten gentlemen, the place ſhan't be untorn'd— 
« That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board: 
The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found 
But this was rather hard, fince Heav'n well knew 
That every fellow i in it was a Jew. 


| a 1 
| This hout: is nearly i in the ſame ey "FOR 
Scarce are good things amid thoſe wide abodes,—' 
Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition, 
That ought not to be d—n'd, I'll burn my Odes?! 
And then the world will be.in fits and yapours, 
Juſt as it was for poor Lord MaxsFIELD's papers.“ 
* To the. irreparable loſs &f the public, and the great Jaw ex- 
pounder, burnt! burnt in Lord George Gordon s religious confla- 
gration.— The newſpapers howled for months over + their a 
w=Ohe jam ſatis eff, | 
19 ö St. 
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St. Dennis, when his head was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kiſs'd it—carried it a mile: 
This was a pleaſant miracle enough, 
That maketh many an unbeliever ſmile. 


« *$hlood ! 'tis a lic !” ye roar. —Pray do not fear, 
Le may believe the wondrous tale indeed | F | 
Speak, hav'n't you ſaid that many a picture here 
Was really done by folks without a head. 
And hav'n't you ſworn this inſtant, with ſurpriſe, 
That he 18 hid that bing, had neither ; nor a 2 


How is it that much miſerable tuft 
The walls of this ſtupendous building ſtains? Y 
The Council's ears with pleaſure I could cuff ; 
Mind me=--I don't ſay, batter out their brains. 


What will Duke Cxaxikes fay when he goes home, 
Aus tells 1 LEwis all about the room? 7 


F 


| Why, „ viewing ſuch a ſet of 1 bot heads, 7 ; 5 


Our Exhibition he will liken Hell to; ry 


Then to the Monarch, who both writes and ads, 


Sive hand-bills of the wondrous Kattoxſello 5: 5) 
Swearing th' Academy was as all ſo flat,” n 
He'd rather fee the wizard and r 


* 


ODE 


C9] 


ODE VII. 


PETER elegantly and happily depicteth his great Couſin of Thebes 
| —Talketh of TI EPI the painters for turning 
their own trumpeters. | 


A DESULTORY way of POT 
A hop and ſtep and jump mode of inditing, 
| My great and wiſe relation, Pindar, boaſted :' _ 
Or, (for I love the bard to flatter) 
By jerks, like boar-pigs making 2 2 
Whatevet firſt came in his ſconce, 
Bounce, out it flew, like bottled ale, at once, 


A cock, a bull, a whale, a ſoldier roaſted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for fame 
How poacher- like we hunt the game 

No matter, for it, how we play the fool 
And yet, tis pleaſing our own laud to hear, 
And really very natural to prefer 

One ow? of ou to pou nds of ridicule. 


3 5 
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I've loſt all patience with the trade--- 
I mean the painters---who can't ſtay 
Jo ſee their works by criticiſm diſplay'd, 
And hear what others have to fay ; ; 
But calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 
Sound their own praiſe from their own penny trumpet. 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my brain, 
Where the mad Lyric Muſe, with pain, 
Hammering hard verſe her ſkill employs, 
And beats a tinman's ſhop in noiſe ; 


Catching wild tropes and ſimiles, | 

That hop about like ſwarms of fleas--- . 
We've laß Sir Josnu a--- Ah! that charming elf, 
Tm griev'd to ſay, hath this year loſt himſelf. 


Oh! Ricnaz, thy St, George -T ſo brave, 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not ſave 

From being foully murder'd, my good friend: 
Some weep to ſee the woeful figure; 
Whilſt others laugh, and many ſnigger, © 

As if their mirth would never have an end. 
At the beginning of the Exhibition, the public papers ſwarmed 


| with thoſe ſelf-adulators. 
+ See Mr. Coſway's picture of Prodence, Wiſdow, and Valour; 


arming St. George. 
Sg” OR, Prithec 
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Prithee accept th' advice I give with ſorrow : 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 
To guard thy own poor corpſe---don't be a mule--- 
Take it- en now thou'rt like a hedgehog, guill'd, 
(Ricard, I hope in God thou art not ,d 
By the dire ſhafts of merc'leſs ridicule, 
Pity it is! tis true tis pity } 
As Shakeſpeare lamentably =, 
That thou, in this obſerving city, 
Thus run'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAlsE: 
With Arong defires I really think thee fraught ; 
But, Drex, the nymph, ſo coy, will not be < caught 
' Yet, for thy conſolation, mind! —- 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge find--- I 
Think of the Sage who wanted a fine piece; 
Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, 
On Lais, a ſweet fille de joie, to feaſt 
: The Miſtreſs Roz1nsow of Greece, 


Prithee give up, aud ſave thy paints and cit, 
And don't whole acres of good canvas ſpoil : 
Thou' It fay, „Lord! many hundreds do like me.” 
Lord! ſo have fellows rob/d---nay, further, 
Hundreds of villains have committed murther . 


| Aut TS, are theſe precedents for thee ? 
F 4 . 


L 72 1 


ODE VIII. 
Px TRR groweth ironically facetious. 


NATURE's a coarſe, a vile, daubing jade— 
I've ſaid it often, and repeat it 

She doth not underſtand her trade No 
Artiſts, ne'er mind her work, I hope wu ll 5 it. 


Look now, for . 'n's ſake, at ble Wes! 

What are they ?—Smoke, for certainty, I know 3 ; 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they riſe, 

Made by ſome u g cooks below. 


Look at her dirt in "ART from whence it comes— 
From hogs, and ducks, and geeſe, and horſes' bums— 
Then tell me, Dzcexcy, I muſt requeſt, 
Who'd copy ſuch a dey'uſh naſty beat? 


Paint by the yard—your canvas ſpread, 
| Broad as the main- fail of a man'of war 
LJour whale ſhall eat up ev ry other head, 


Ev'n as the ſun licks ap each ſneaking ff far * | 
1do 
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I do aſſure you, bulk is no bad trick 
By bulky things both men and maids are taken 
Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 
And make your picture look as red as bacon. | 
All folks love „ze; believe my rhyme ; 

Bon xx ſays, tis part of the ſublime. 


14 Dutchman, I forget his name Vax GRour, 
VAN SLABBERCHOFS, Van STINK, VAN SWAB--- 
No matter, though I cannot make it out- 
At calling names I never was a dab : 


W This 8 IM a man of ts. 


Holding a cheeſe that weigh'd a hundred WY 
Thus, like a burgomaſter, ſpoke with judgment vaſt--- 
No poet like my broder ftep de ground: 


He be de beſteſt poet, look ! 
Dat all de vorld muſt pleaſe ; 
6 Vor he heb vrite von book, 
© 80 fog as all dis At 5 


If at a d glance you FER paint: a pig, eng 
Make out each ſingle briſtle on his back: 


Or if your meaner ſubject be a wig, 
Is not MG San 2 diſtinctneſs lack; 
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Elſe, all the lady critics will fo ſtare, 
And, wigy vow, “ Tis not a bit like hair 


Be ſmooth as gla---like Dan Ek, finiſh high: 
Then every tongue commends ; 
For people judge not only by 1 the eye, 
But feel your merit by their finger ends; 
Nay ! . cloſely nofing, o'er the picture dwell, 
As if to try the goodneſs by the /mell. 


CLAupz's difiances are too confus'd--- rag 
One floating ſcene---nothing made dl 
For which he ought to be abus'd, E 0 
Whote weeks have Does ſo 19905 about. 


Give me the MY 88 amazing ayle 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile ; 


And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will 'bring, 


With ev 24 NE or 1 tail and wing. 


| Make all your trees ; Alike: 8 Nature $ DAY 
Fond of variety, a wayward child,--- 


To blame your taſte ſome blockheads may preſume ; ; 


But mind that ev'ry one be like a broom. 
Of ſteel and pureſt filver form your waters, 
Apa make your clouds like rocks and alligators. 


When- 
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Whene er you paint the moon, if you are willing 
To gain applauſe---why paint her like a ſhilling ! 
or Sor's bright orb---be fure to make him glow 
# Preciſely like a guinea, or a Jo.* 
In ſhort, to get your pictures prais'd and ſold, | 

| Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold. 


] ſee, at excellence. you'll come at 14 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant ſtuff; 


| | The blues on China mu gs are now ſurp aſs d, | 
I Your ſun-ſets yield not to brick walls, nor puff 


In ſtumps of trees your art ſo finely thrives, 
They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 
Go on, my lads---leave Nature's diſmal hue, 
And ſhe, ere long, will come and copy you. 


— 


A Portugal coin, wxlgarly called a Johannes. 


L 6 þ: 


The ſublime Pzrzx concludeth in a ſweat. | 


'FHUS have 1 finiſh'd, for this time, 
My Odes, a little wild and rambling--- 
May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme | 
T long to ſee them ſcrambling--- | | 
Then very ſoon I'll give em more (God willing ;) 
But this is full ſufficient for a ſhilling. * 
For ſuch a trifle, ſuch a heap ! 
Indeed I fell wy goods too 9 8 


_ Finiſh'd 1 a diſappointed artiſt cries, 

With open mouth and ſtraining eyes; 

Gaping for praiſe, like a young crow for meat--- 
e Lord! why you have not mentioned me !” 

Mention hee! | 

Thy impudence hath put me in a ſweat--- 
What rage for fame attends both great and fimall ! 
Better be d---n'd, than not be nam'd at all! 


Nom cighteen-pence, with additions. 
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Ws D 855 I. 
| The dieine PETER FRIED an account of a conference be held laſt 
year with SATIRE, who adviſeth him to attack ſome of the 
R. A.'s, to tear Mr. WEsr's works to pieces, abuſe Mr. GAINS», 
es 1 fall foul of Mrs. Cos wa x- s Sampſon, and give a 
gentle ſtroke on the back of Mr. Ricav D.—The Poet's gentle 
anſwer to SarIA— The Ode of Remonſtrance that Px rkx re- 
ceived. on account of his Lyn 165—SATIRE's ply Tris 5 


* 4 i 
. Roſen: ws 1 W 1 0 
LY ' 5 ; ; 2 , 
, . F ö * F$ 4 — * 3 - 3 I 4 5 * 


85 1 this year the 10 PETER ſings-— | 
The great R. A.'s have wiſh d my ſong to ceaſe; 
5 M will not pluck a feather from your wings--- 


. 80, Sons of Canvas ! take your mou in Peace.” 


Such; was my laſt year 5 gracious ſpeech, | 
| Sweet as the Kings to Commons and to N 
Always with ſenſe and tropes as plum- cake rich; 
A luſcious banquet for his Nene ears! 


Fu Not write * cyds 3 red as fire a 1 
4 This influ glotious wr with Dulnaſ wage 
| OY Take, 
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« Take, take my ſupple-jack, 
« Play St. Bartholomew with many a back |! 
* Flay half th' Academic-imps alive! 
* Smoke, ſmoke the drones of that ſtupendous hive. 


6“ Begin with ths idol, West ; 
- © And then proceed in order with the reſt : 
This moment knock me down his Maſter Moſes,“ 13 
c. 7 Sinai Mountain, where his noſe i "mW : 
ec cock d up ſo pertly plump againſt the Lord, 
5 LE . ” Upon my word, 1 
c With all that eaſe to Him: ad ti hows; 
ce As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.“ 


« Indeed,” quoth I, © the piece hath points of merit, 
a - not eser r of OE ws ” 


© What!” anfaer'd Sammy addon ee 
« O ſtupid PeruR ! | what the devil mean ye 2 

& He looks a dapper barber of the town, ag 
« With paper figi-oard bour.— Sha ave Eee a a penny.” 


«fort „As- Hg . L 


cc Obſerve fatty Ikadlite once more - 
« Wears he the countenance that mo adore ? | 


"EY BY 4 ¹ν Ai £3 £39 AR ACT one toy. 
ee cet the Lam on Hain Sin i vid T * 


2161 


5 8 «© No! 
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« No! 'tis a ſon of lather—a rank prig; 
ce Who, ſtead of begging of the Lok the law, b 
« With ſober looks, and reverential awe, 

« Seems pertly tripping up to fetch his wig. 


„ With all her thunder bid the Muſe 
Fall furious on the groupe of Jews, | 
% Whoſe ſhoulders are adorn'd with Chriſtian faces; 
1 For by each phiz, (I ſpeak without a gibe) 
« There's not an Ifraclite in all the tribe 
* Not that they are encumber” d by the Graces. 


„Strike off the bead of Jeremiah, * 
And break the bones of old Iſaiah; . 

% Down with the duck-wing'd Angels, ꝓ that abreaſt 
« Stretch fromathingcall'd cloud, and, by their looks, 
« Wear more the viſage of young rooks = 

8 Cawing for victuals from their neſt. 


Br Deal Garxszoroven a laſh, fot pride ſo ſtiff, 
& Who robs us of ſuch W for a miff; IE 


A picture by Mr. Weſt; 4 Another picture by Weſt, 

t In the Apotheofis, a picture by Weſt, 

'$ This extraordinary and celebrated artiſt, too ſetiaiiay infiſt= 
ing on a violation of a law of the Academy, in order to exhibit a 
picture in a light ſuitable to his wiſhes, ſeceded from the One 


2 on the diſappointment. 2 
Vor. Te G I _« Whoſe 
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% Whoſe pencil, when he chooſes, can be chaſte, | 

** Give Nature's form, and pleaſe the eye 125 TASTE. | 

« Of cuts on Sampſon“ don't be a | 

“ Between two garden-rollers ſtaring, | 

* Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul play! 

6 To atoms tear that Frenchman's traſh; 

« Then bountifully deal the lan | 
C On fuch as dar'd to dub him an . A: 75 

Thus SaTIRE to the gentle Poet w__ ; 

And zbus, with lamb-like ſweetnefs, I reply'd :--- | 

47 8 

« Dear SaTiRE | pray confult i my life and 25 . 

& Were I to write whatever you defire, ng | 

< The fat would all be fairly in the fire ö 

& R. A. 's ſurround me like a ſwarm of bees, 5 

48 Or like a flock of ſmall birds round a fowl _ 5 
Of ſolemn ſpeculation, call'd an Ow I. 

Quoth I, O SaTrRE, I'm a ſimple youtß, p 

. Muſt make my fortune, Werben 10 e | © 


VA piddure by Mrs, Colway. 5 4 Rigzud. 
Si, 1 5 1 « Althoup 
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„ Although as ſterling as the Holy Bible: 

c Truth makes it (MAN SPIEL D ſays) the more a libel 
41 ſhall not ſleep in peace within my hutch; 
Like Doctor Johnſon,* I have ſaid Too CH. 


When Mount Veſavius pour'd his flames, 
And frighten'd all the Naples dames, 
What did the ladies of the city do ? 
Why, order'd a fat Cardinal to go 
With good St. Januarius's head, | 
And ſhake it at the Mountain, midſt his riot, 
To try to keep the bully quiet: 

The Parſon went, and ſhook the jowl, and | ſed; 
Snug. was the word; the flames at once kept houſe ; 


of 


The frighten'd Mount grew "gg as any mouſe. _ 


l Thus, ſhould "Py" MaNsFIELD from his bode agree 
To ſhake his lion mano-like wig at As 


- * 
A 


9 The ſtory Joes, wh San, LID his lect Pre re- 

plied to his prefent Majeſty, in the library at Buckingham houſe, 

on being aſked by the Monarch, why he did not write more — 

«© Pleaſe your Majeſty, I have written too much.” So candid a de- 

| claration, of which the ſturdy moraliſt did not believe. IO 
procured him a . and a muzzle. | 


77 See Sir William Miruilto s account. | 13 
0 Gs” And 


84 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXV-. 


And bid his grim-look d myrmidons aſſail; 
With heads Meduſan, and with hearts of Lone, 
Lo! if they did not turn me into one, 

Yet might they turn my limbs into a az. 


Read, read this Ode, juſt come to hand, 


Giving the Muſe to underſtand 
That cruelty and ſcandal ſwell her ſong, 
And that twere better far ſhe held her tongue. 


To —_ PI N DAR, Esa. 


A beautiful F . and charmingly told; but 1 the 


roguiſh author leaves us in the dark with reſpe& to his real 
meaning; that i is, whether the compliment to the Lady be ſerious 


or ironical. 


/ 


A THovsAanD frogs, upon a ſummer's day, 


Were ſporting | midſt the ſunny ray, 


In a large pool, reflecting every face; id 
They ſhow'd their gold-lac'd clothes with pride, 
In harmleſs allies, frequent vied, . 

And gambol'd through the water with a grace, 
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It happen'd that a band of boys, 
Obſervant of their harmleſs joys, 
| Thoughtleſs, reſolv'd to ff poil their happy ſport: 
One frenzy ſeiz'd both great and ſmall; 
On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, 
Meaning to ſplaſh _ not to do them hurt. 


Lo, as old authors ſing, the ſtones gan pour, 
Indeed an Otaheite * ſhow'r ! 
The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye ; 
One's eye was beat out of his head, | 
his limp'd away, that lay for DEE > 
| Here weren . broken back, and there a belly. 
1 the ſmitten, it was found, 
Their beauteous Queen receiv'd a wound; 
The blow gave ev'ry heart a ſigh, 
And drew a tear from ev'ry eye: _ 
At length King CaoAR got up, and thus begun: 
2 My lads, you think this very pretty fun! 


= Your pebbles round us s fly as thick as hops; 
-_ Have WR compl imented all our chops: | 


* See the Otaheite Journals. 


63 
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« To you I gueſs that theſe are pleaſant ſtones! 


* And ſo they might be to us ſrogs, 
* You damn'd young good-for-nothing dogs, 
« But nn are ſo hard, 3 2 


Peter! thou mark'ſt the meaning of this fable — 
So put thy Pegaſus into the ſtable; ; 

Nor wanton, thus with cruel pride, 

Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmleſs people ride. 


To drop the metaphor, the Fair,“ 
Whoſe works thy Muſe forbore to ſpare, 
Is bleſt with talents Exvy muſt approve; _ 
And didſt thou know her heart, thou ſure wouldſt ſay, 
« Perdition catch the cruel lay!” 


Then firike thy lyre to Innocexcs and Love. 


* * . 
* 9 LEY 
: q 
—— — _____—_ 
* 
* 


* Poh, poh!“ cry d SATIRE, with a ſmile, 
„ Where is the glorious freedom of our Ile, 


« Tf not permitted to call names?” 

Methou ght the argument had wei icht: 1 

« SATIRE,” quoth 1, © you're very right 7 
80 once more * volcanic PETER flames! 


* 


1 1e. Cofway. Z 


4 | s 3 ö ODE 


14 K 1 


ODE H. 


The Poet eorrecteth the Muſe's warmth, who beginneth with little 
leſs than calling names—Hinteth at ſome academic giants—And 
concludeth with a pair of apt and elegant ſimilies. 


« «TacrAGS and bobtails of the facred bruſh !”— 
For Heaven's ſake, Muſe, be prudent —Huſh! huſh! 
The Ode with too much violence begins : [huſh! 
The great R. A.'s, fo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declare, of them we make a game; 
And then, the Lord haye mercy on our ſkins! 
Think what a formidable phalanx, Muſe, 
Strengthen d by Meſſieurs GaRvAT and Rieaup, 
and Co. 
How dangerous ſuch a body to abuſe 


| Then there's among the Academic crew, 
AMax = that made the Preſident look blue; 

Blrandiſh'd his weapon with a whirlwind's forces, 

Tore by the roots his flouriſhing diſcourſes; 

And ſwore his own ſweet Iriſh howl could pour 

A half a dozen ſuch, in half an hour. = 


| * Mr. Barry, {EF OL EE 
4 | Be. 
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Be prudent, Muſe! once more I pray 

In vain I preach! th' advice is thrown away: 

Ev'n now ye turn your noſe up with a ſneer, 

And ery Lord RkTNOLDs has no cauſe to fear: 

When Bann dares the Preſident to fly on, 
Tis like a mouſe, that, work'd into a rage, 

. Daring moſt dreadful war to wage, 

N ibbles the — of the N emæan hop; ; 


Or like a louſe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in ſome giant's ſkull, 2 
Becauſe Goliah ſcratch" d bim as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws, : 
| And gaping, grinning, formidable j Jaws, 

170 and il the GianT's Heap t, 


89 1 1 


O DE Il. 


The Poet addreſſeth Sir WILLIAM CHABERS, a gentleman of 
1 conſequence in the election of R. A. s He accuſeth the Knight 
of a partial and ridiculous diſtribution of the academic honours 
—Threateneth him with rhyme—Adviſeth a reformation. 


ON E minute, gentle Ixoxx, retire— 
| Behold ! I'm graver than a muſtard- pot; 
The Muſe, with bile as hot as fire, 
Could call fool, puppy, blockhead, and © what not;“ 


As brother Horace has it—tumet jecur : 13 x 
Nor in her angry progreſs will I check her. 


I'm told, that Satan has been long at work 
Jo brink th Academy into diſgrace; | 
Oh! may that Member's b-ck-de feel his fork, 
Who dares to. violate the ſacred place 
Who dares the devil join 
In ſo nefarious a deſign? 
Jet, lo! what dolts the honours claim! 
[ leave their Won s to tell their name. 
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Th' Academy is like a microſcope--- 
For, by the magnifying power, are ſeen 
Objects, that tor attention ne er could hope; 
No more, alas! than if they ne' er had been. 


+, $o rare a building, and ſo gracd 

With monuments of ancient taſte, 
Statues and buſts, relievos and intaglios; 
For ſuch poor things to watch the Wanne, 


Is laughable beyond all meaſure - 
Tis juſt like eunuchs put to guard ſeraglios. 


Think not, Sir WILLIABT, Tm in jeſt — 
By Heaven! I will not let thee reſt: | 
Yet thou mayſt bluſter like bull-beef fo bigh 
And of thy own importance full, 
Exclaim, Great cry, and little 2vv0l!”* | 
As Satan holk'd, * he * the Pig 


Yes, | thou halt fed my naked of are, 
And find that ſcalping is a ſerious matter: 
Shock d at th' abuſe, how rage inflames my veins! 
Who can help ſwearing when fuch wights he fees 
Crept to th Academy by ways and means, 
Like mites and ſkippers in a Cheſhire cheeſe? 
T . | | | M bal 
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Mat beings will the next year's choice diſcloſe, 
| The Academic lift to grace? 
Some ſkeletons of art, T do ſuppoſe, 

That ought to bluſh to ſhow their face. 


Sir WILLIAM! zombie at the Muſe tongue; 
Parnaſſus boaſts a formidable throng! 
All people recollect poor Marſyas' fate, 
. Save ſuch as are dead, or drunk, or faſt aſlecp: 
Apollo tied the culprit to a gate, | 
And flay'd him as a butcher flays a . 

And why!---Lord! not as hiſtory rehearſes, 
Becauſe he ſcorn'd his piping, but his verſes : 
In vain, like a poor pillory'd punk, he bawl'd, 
 Andkick'dandwrith'd,andfaidhispray'rs, and prawl'd! 
Twas all in vain- the God purſu'd his ſport, 
And pull'd his hide off, as you'd pull your /h:irt! 
Then bid not rage the Muſe's ſoul inflame, 

Whoſe thundering voice damnation makes, or fame. 


You'll aſk me, p'rhaps, © Good Maſter Peres, pray, 
© Whatright have you to ſpeak!” then pertly finile. 
III tell you, Sir---My pocket help'd to pay 
For building that expenſive pile, 
A pile that credit to the nation gains, 
And does ſmall honour to your Worthip's brains. 
th It 


92 LYRIC ODES, FOR M, Dec, Ixxxv. 


It made a tax on candles and ſhoe· leather, 
Of monſtrous uſe in dirty weather: 

It alſo made a tax on butchers' ſhops, 

So ſpread its influence o'er poetic chops; 

A moſt alarming tax to ev'ry poet, 


Whoſe poor lank greyhound ribs with forrow ſhow it. 


Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners, 
And don't chooſe coblers, blackſmiths, tinkers, tanners: : 
Some people love the converſe of low folks, 

To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing. jokes:--- | 

| Though thou, midſt dulneſs, mayſt be pleas'd to /bine, 
REx No ps ſhall ne er ſit check-by-jowl with SWI E. 


; 
1 8 
7 " 
: 


L 


0 DE IV. 


The Poet again payeth his reſpects to Sir WILLIAM CHAMBERS— 
Complaineth of his illiberality in his choice of R. A.'s—Adviſcth 
him to keep company with PRUDENCE; whom he deſcribeth 

moſt naturally—He threateneth the Knight—Concludeth with a 
beautiful ſimile. | of 


Tur Muſe 1s in the fidgets— can't fit ſtill. 
She muſt have t'other talk with you, Sir WIII. 
Since her laſt Ode, with ſorrow hath the heard 
Lou want not men with heav'nly genius bleſt, 
But wiſh the title of R. A. conferr'd 
On ſuch as catch the bugs and ſpiders beſt; 
Waſh of the larger ſtatues beſt the faces, 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces; | 


Scour beſt the ſkins of the young marble brats, 
Trap mice, and clear th Academy from rats. 


You look for 15 whoſe heads are rather rubbiſs, 
Or, drum-like, better form'd for ſound than ſenſe; 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to diſpenſe, 
* want the big-bou'd dray-borſo for your rubbiſh. 
4 ERaiſe 
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Raiſe not the Muſe's anger, I deſire; 

High- born, ſhe's hotter than the lightning's fire, 
And proud! (believe the Poct's word) 

Proud as the lady of a new-made lord; 

Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings dreſt, 

Fat Lady Mayoreſs at a city 8 

Whoſe ſpouſe makes wigs, or ſome ſuch 8 thing, 
Shoes, 292 i * nightcaps, breeches for the King! 


PrUDENCE, Sir W is a jewel; 

Is clothes, and meat, and drink, and 6740 

PrvuDexcs! for man the very beſt of wives, 
Whom BAR ps have ſeldom met with in their lives; 

Which certès doth account for, in ſome meaſure, 

Their grievous want of worldly treaſure, 

On which the greateſt blockheads make their brags; 

And ſhoweth why we lee, inſtead of lace, 

About the Poet's back, with little grace, 


Thoſe fluttering, French- like followers, call'd Racs. 


PruDENCE ! a ſweet, — curtſying laſs, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to Paſs! 
Who keptat firſt a little peddling ſhop, 
Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, = 
J 
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Waſh'd her own ſmocks, caught her own fleas, 
And roſe to fame and fortune by degrees; ; 

Who, when ſhe enter'd other people s houſes, 
Till ſpoke to, was as ſilent as a mouſe iss ͥ 
And „f opinions, though poſſeſt'd a ſtore, 
She left them, with her pattens, at the door. 


Sir WiLrrAn, you're a hound! and . Faun: 
Undoubtedly this Lapy is fair game: 1850 
But, Nimrod, mind my Muſe is WHIP PE wad 

So that if ever you diſgrace, | 

By turning cur, your noble races. 
The Lord have meroy on your curſhip's ſkin}. li! 


ODE 


| 
| 


e Ve 
The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the Academy 


Praiſeth ReynorDs—Half .. Mr. 1 lg 
damneth eee of Derby. + 4 


Musk „ ſing the wonders of the preſent year: 


Declare what works of ſterling worth appear. 


RevNoLDs, his heads divine, as uſual, gives, 
Where Titian's and Corregio's genius lives! 
Works! Tm afraid, like beauty of rare quality, 
Born ſoon to fade! too ſubject to mortality 5 


Wxs moſt judiciouſly my counſel takes, 


Paints by the acre—witneſs Parſon PETER: * 
For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deſerving praiſes in the ſweeteſt metre. 


The fleſh of Peter's audience is not good— 
Too much like ivory, and ſtone, and wood: 
Nor of the figures dare I praiſe th expreſſion, = 
With ſome folks thought a trifle of tranſgreſſion. 


* Peter preaching, by Weſt, 


WEST 
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Wesr, your Loft Supper i is a z hungry piece: 
Your Tyburn Saints will not your tame increaſe ; ; 


With looks to thieviſh, with ſach ſkins of copper | 
Were they fox fale, as Heaven s my judge, 
To give five farthings for them I ſhould grudge, 
Nay, ev'n =p old tobacco-fiopper, 
Candour nut own, that frequently 00 paints 
Have play d the Devil with the Saints - 
Por me { [ faney them like doves and throfiles ! 
But thou, if we believe thy art, 
| Enough fo make 1 us pions 2 ſtart, 


Haſt very ſcurvy notions of "SHONE: 


What of thy landſcape ſhall I "if 5 
Holding the old white ſow, and ſucking litter! ; 

Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day, 1 
Thou gaw'ftt the Muſe ſach reaſon to be bitter! 

| But Mule, be ſoft towards him—only | fob 

„More damned ſtuff Was never ſeen with eye.” 

* 
4 A moſt pitiable performance dds may be fairl ly called 

the dotage of the art. 


LE 
> + - 


Vor. I. | H Thou 
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Thou really doſt not equal Derby Wztcur.*. 
I) be Man of Night! * 

Oer woollen hills, where gold and ſilver moons 

Now mount like ſixpences, and now balloons; 

Where ſea - reflections, nothing nat' ral tell ye, 

So much like fiddle-ſtrings, or vermicelli; 

Where ev'ry thing exclaimeth, how ſevere ! 

* What are we ?” and & what bus'neſs have we here? 


* A painter of moon-lights.—In this new edition of the Odes, 
it is but juſt to acknowledge, that the author has ſeen ſome. land- 
| ſeapes of a late date, by this artiſt, that de him great credit. 


ODE 


b „ 


Hs 7 105 * 108 


Be ve 


The Poet addrefſeth wech Plauen the ED of poor, farving 
Poetry—He acknowledgeth f in a former Ode the kindneſſes of 
Fame, yet throweth out a Hint to his Majeſty that his finances 
may be improved He relateth a marvellous ſtory of a — 


| Recommendeth ſomething ſimilar to his 1 


IA 1411: 


AN. pleaſe your Majeſty, I'm overjoy 0 
To find your family ſo fond of Painting; 
I éwiſh her ſiſter PoxTRx employ'd— _ | 
Poor 5 dear neglected girl [| with hunger fainting. p 
| Your Royal Grandſire, (truſt me, I'm no fibber). 
Was vaſtly fond of Miſter CoLLex Cizpzr. = 


For ſubjects, how his Majeſty would hunt! 

And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Weſer, 
He'd cry Mine poet ſal mak Ode a 1 

* forth there came a e Ode to . 


Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit— 5 


9 wv 


Some glorious action of your life; 
And then your humble poet's wit, 
. as a razor, or a new. ground kniſe, 
H 2 | E 
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Shall mount you on her glorious balloon Odes, 
Like Rome's great © CAESAR Ry * wy immortal Gops.* 


4 Naples Jeſuit, Hisron r 8 ; 
| Ou flips of paper ſcribbled prayer, 
= Which ſhow'd of wiſdom, great profundity ; ; 
l Then fold them to the country folks, 

| To give their turkeys, hens, and ducks, 


To bring increaſe of fowl-fecundity : 


I anſwer's, —On their turkeys, ducks, and hens, 


| 7 
a The country people all were full of brags— 


. Whoſe little bums, in barns, and mows, and ſens, 
| ' Squat * e e 


An L 


& I wiſh this * a were try a 


| On ne, cries Musk, my gentle bride z | 
And ſlips of paper giv n me, with this pray'r—” 
| “ Pay tothe bearer fifty pounds at fight." — 

| My ret role gre 'twould ſo delight ! 

| fx Tanna „ 

| Mosn, give thine idle 1 wer * 


4 Know that AVARICE f is always Poor. 


| 

. OY 

—_— :;. ** e. im, 3 bet. 
„ 8 8 DE 


[en] 


ODE VII. 


The following Opt was written juſt after the great craſhes and falls 
at Somerſet n —PETER is charmingly ironical, 


Sm nm ! cover'd with Chineſe renown, 
Whoſe houſes* are no ſooner #p than down, 
Don't heed the diſcontented Nation's cry : 
 Thine are religious houſes !—very humble; 
Upon their faces. much inclin'd to tumble; 
So meek, they cannot keep their 5 8 on n high. 


I know the fooliſh kingdom all runs riot, 

Calling aloud for Wxar, Wxar, Wrar! 
Who on their good opinion hourly gains. | 

But where lies W xaz's merit : What his praile? 2 
Abroad this roving man ſpent half his days, Þ 
Contemplating of Roy, the great remaing, 


This Wyar's works a claſſic talle n 
Wha ſtudied thus the ANCIENTS o er and 00 er; ; 
But, la! the greater reputation thine, * 

To do what no man ever did bare. 


* I take it ne that the houſes in * built 5 the 
KxIe ur, are as much in n the I of gingerbread | as 8885 | 


Hove | 7 
H 4 1 2 ODE 
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O DE VIII. 


Parzx's account of wonderful RELIqyESs in France, with the 
devotion paid to them The ſenſible application to Painters and 
n, Brgy; Lie. 


IN France, ſore years ago—ſome twenty-three, 
At a ſam d church, where hundreds daily Joe, 


It wiſely paid a prieſt fix ſols to ſee 155 
The thumb of Thomas the Apoſtle. 


Gaping 1 en thumb, with me in wonder 
The rabble rais'd its eyes, like ducks in thunder; ö 
Becauſe in virtues it was vaſtly rich, n 3:16 
Had cur'd pofſeſs'd of devils; and the itch ; 
Work'd various wonders on a ſcabby pate; 
Made little ſucking children ſtrait, 

Though crook' d like ram home by the rickets; 

Made people ſee, though blind as moles ; : 

8 And made your ſad, hyſterie ſouls, 
yo gay as graſshoppers and crickets; 5 

Brou ght noſes back again to faces, 

"Vl ſtol'r n by's Venus and her Graces; 1 | 

And 


8 


And eyes to fill their parent ſockets, | 
Of which ſad Love had pick'd their pockets : 
Lo! had the Prieſt permitted, with their kifles, 
The mob had ſinack'd this holy thumb to pieces. 


Though, Reader, twas not the Apoſtle s thumb— 
But mum !— 

It play'd as well of miracles the trick, 

Although a painted piece of . ſtick l | 


For fix ſols more, behold ! to view, was bolted 

A feather of the Angel Gabriel's s wing! 

Whether 'twas pluck'd by force, or calmly molted, 
No holy legends tell, nor poets ſing. 9 5 

But was it Gabriel's feather, heav'nly Muſes ? 

It was not Gabriel's feather, but a Gooſe's ! 
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But ſtay ! from truth we would not wiſh to anger, 


For, probably, the owner was a Gander. 


Painters ! ! you des me 1 ght :—The Muſe ſuppoſes 


You'make your coup-de-maitre daſhes, 


Chriſten them eyes, and checks, and lips, and noſes 


Beards, chins, and whiſkers, and eyc-laſhes; * 


As like, p'rhaps, as a horſe is like a plum, 
wy 1 ſtick, St. Tom th Apoſtle s thumb, 


A 


H 4 With 


| How difficult in das to allow 


1 
4 
it 
| 0 
5 
4 
1 
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With purer eyes the Britiſh vulgar ſees; | 
We are no Crawthumpers, no Devotees 2 


80 that, hene er your figures are mere wood, 4. 


Our eyes will never deem em fleſh and blood. 


ODE IX. 


The generous Psrzn reſcueth the immortal Rappars from the 

| obloquy of Mienazr Ax G8L0—The Poet moralizeth—Telleth 
a ſtory not to the credit of MICHAEL AnctzLo, and nobly de- 
fendeth Rarnarr's name beth his invidious attack—Conclu- 
deth with a moſt ſage obſervation, 4 


.* 


'To brother bruſbmen evn a grain of merit! 
Withing to tear the laurels from their brow, | 


_ new a mir ling, Eiabolic Pint. 


| $0 tis, however moraliſts may chatter 


What's worſe fiill—nature will be always nature; 


We can't brew Burgundy from four fmall beer, 


25 make a filken rg of a fow' 5 m— 


7 
14 


i 


8. 
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1 | Sweet is the voice of PRraise from eve to morn, 
From bluſhing morn to darkling eve again, 


My Muſe the brows of Mxny could adorn, 
And, lark. like, frrell the panegyric ſtrain. 


Prarse, like 7 balm which evening's ey ſar 
Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting newer, 
Lifts modeſt, pining MzxR1t from deſpair, 
And ond her clouded Fe 4 ane hout. 


Th | ET1 A. 4 


Pix take me if I 1600 read the ſtory 

| Of Michaxl ANGELO, without ſome ſwearing; 

Tis ſuch a flice-cut off from his great glory 2 
He ſurely had been brandying 3 it, or beering: i 2 

That is, in plainer Engliſh, he was drunk, : 1 5 

And Canpouk from the man with horror fhrunk, 


Rarna BL did honour to the W Shool,. 

Yet Micha AxGEL0 did call him fool. 

When working i in the Vatican, would ſtare, 

Throw down his bruſh, and ſtamp and wear, 

If e er a porter let him in—he' d ſtone him ; "0 

And, if he Raenazr caught, moſt ſurely bone him. 


\ 3549, 
3 . * 


* 


| Young artiſts ! ' theſe aſſertions, 1 deny ; 115 
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He ſwore the world was a rank aſs, 
To pay a compliment to RarRABEL's fluff - 
For that he knew the fellow well enough, 
And that his paltry metal would not paſs. 


Such was the language of this falſe Italian: 


One time he chriſten d RarHAEL a Pygmalion ; 
Swore that his madams were compos d of ſtone ; 


Swore his expreſſions were like owls ſo tame, 
His drawings, like the lameſt cripple, lame; 
That, as for r he * Pane. 


BY - 
u * > 2 - 


"T'was vile il manners—not to 3 a lie: a - 


3 © a. 2 


And if you ever chance to paint a as well, | 


1 bona fide do foretel, 
You'll certainly be men of merit. 
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ODE X. 


The goſſipping PETER telleth a ſtrange Story, and true, though 
firange—Seemeth to entertain no very elevated opinions of the 
wiſdom of Kings Hinteth at the narrow eſcape of Sir Jos nua 
REV NOL DS Mr. Ransay's riches—A recommendation of flat - 
tery as a ſpecific in fortune · making. 


I told, and 1 Lars the dons. 
That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, 
A GENTLEW OMAN of prodigious glory, 
Whom ev'ry fort of epithet well ſuits ; 
Whoſe huſband dear, juſt happening to provoke her, 
Was ſhov'd to Heaven upon a red-hot poker, 
vent to a certain King, not King of France— 
Deſiring by Six JosnvaA's hand his PHI — 
What did the Royal Quiz ? 
Why, damn'd genteelly, ſat to Mr. Daxcs! * 


*The true reaſon that induced his Majeſty to fit to Mr. Daxcx, 
was nothing leſs than /audable Royal œcomy⁵. Mr. Dax ex 
charged Fifty Pounds for a picture Sir Josnua REYxOL DS price 
was ſomewhat more than a Hundred -a very great difference in the 
market · price of paint and canvas; and, let me ſay, juſtified the pre- 
ference given to the man who worked cheapeſt. 


Then 
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Then ſent it to the Northern Queen 

As ſweet a bit of wood as e' er was ſeen! 

And therefore moſt unlike the PxINceLy HEaAD— 
kn mught 1 well have . a pig of lead. 


B 714 
EA > 


Down e ev ry throat the piece was cramm vd 

As done by RxxxoL DS, and deſery ** damn' d; 
For as to Maſter DAxcE's art, 
It ne'er was worth a fingle - - - -! 

Reader, I BLusn !—am delicate this time! 

S0 let © thy e ſupply the rhyme. 


Thank God ! that Monarchs canhot Taft controul, 

And make each ſubject's poor, ſubmiſſive ſoul 

Admire the work that Jupcment oft cries fie on : 
Had things been ſo, poor Rxxxot bs we had ſeen 
Painting a barber's pole—an ale-houſe queen, | 

The cat and gridiron, or the old red-lion ! 

At Plympton,* p'rhaps, for ſome grave Doctor Slop, 

Painting the pots and bottles of the ſhop ; ; 

Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch, _ 

Fits bruſh ne had ont eſa We for Puxcn * 


. % Joſhna'sontve ſpot, in Devonſhire. 


Whilſt 


| Ac 


| Bi 
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| Whil Wesr was whelping midſt his paints, 

| Moſes and Aaron, and all forts of Saints! 

| Adams and Eves, and ſnakes and apples, 

| And dey'ls, for beautifying certain Cuarkls: 
But RETN OL Ds is no favourite, that's the matter; 


He has not learnt the noble art - to flatter.* 


Thrice happy times, when Moxaxcns find them hard 
things | 
To teach us what to view with ce. ; 


And, like their heads on halfpence and brafs farthings, 
Make their ns current through the nation ! 


. heard that 1 3 he died, - 
1 juſt nine rooms well ſtuff d with Queens and Kings; 


From whence all nations might have been ſupply d, 
That long d for valuable things. i 3 
| Viceroys, ambaſſaders, and plenipo's, 
Bought them to join their raree-ſhows 


In foreign parts, 
And ſhew the TR” of the Britiſh arts. 


is This Ode was compoſed before Sir Jon uA was dubbed King's 
Painter. Poſſibly the great artiſt dreamt of my BzauTIFuL Lr- 
RIC, and purſued its advice. 


+ Late painter to his Majeſty. i i | 
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Whether they purchas'd by the pound or yard, 
I cannot tell, becauſe I never heard; 

But his I know, his ſhop was like a fair, 

And dealt moſt largely in this Rorar WARE. 


See what it is to gain a Monarch's ſmile ! 

And haſt thou miſs'dit, Revxorps, all this while? 
How ſtupid ! pr'ythee, ſeck the Courticr's School, 
And learn to manufacture oil of fool. 


FLarrezy's the turnpike-road to Fon ruxx's door— 

Txvurn is a narrow lane, all full of quags, 
Leading to broken heads, abuſe, and rags, 

And workhouſes—ſad refuge for the poor 22 

FrarTERY's a mountebank fo ſpruce —gets riches; 
Tnurz, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher, 

A moral-mender, a diſguſtin g teacher, 

That never got a ſixpence by her ſpeeches ! 


L *v2x--] | 


ODE XI. 
The lofty PzrER beginning with an original ſimile—Diſplayeth a 


deep knowledge of Homer and modern Ducheſſes—Conclu- 
deth with a prophecy — his Sovereign. 


errang . fi gure in the Exhibition, 

Are pretty nearly in the ſame condition 

With cocks on Shrove-tide, which the ſeaſon exthersz ; 

lung at by ev'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, | 
Poſſeſſing firength enough to throw a bat, 

To break their N and knock about their feathers. 


This little difference, 133 lies 
Between the painter and the fowl, I find: 

The artiſt for the poſt of danger zries--- 

The fowlis fafien'd much againſt his mind ; 

Who damns his ſentence, would annul it 
Sue out his habeas corpus, and, inſtead 

Of being beat with bats about the head, 

Make handſome love to a ſmart pullet. 


| And yet the painter like a booby groans, 
Who courts the very bats which break his bones. 
4 | But 


7 
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But ho from ſcandal is exempt ? 
Imho does not meet, at times; contempt ? 


Great Jovz, the God of Gods, in figures rich; 
Oſt call's the Queen of Heav'n a ſaucy, bitch; 
Achilles* call'd great Agamemnon bog; 

An ns deceitful, mo dog! 


Behold our lofty Ducbeſſes pull caps; 
And give each other's reputations i raps, 

As freely as the drabs of Drury 's ſchool; 
And who, pray, knows that Grex6s our gracious King 
(Said by his courtiers to know every things) 
May not, by future times, be call'd a Fool? 


by Vide Houtxs 


$ | £ 
1 | OD E 


1 113 ; 
% 


The 150 ſen6bly reproveth the young artiſts for their propenſity 
to abuſe—Moſt wittily compareth them to horſe· leeches, games 
cocks, and curs. | 


THE e the ranc'rous jealouſies that ſwell 
In ſome fad artiſts' ſouls, I do deſpiſe; 
Inſtead of nobly ſtriving to excel, © 

You ſtrive to pick out one the other's eyes. 


To be a PaNTER, was ConREGIO's glory 
His ſpeech EONS Fame? in gold Sono Prerons.” 


But what, if tdi were ſpoke; would ber your <a ? 
This—* We're a ſet of fame-ſucking horſe-leeches; 
Without a bluſh, the pooreſt ſcandal ſpeaking— 
« Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ; 

“As if the globe we dwell on were fo ſmall, 
There _ was not room enough for all.” 


1 men | _ 
Ido preſume that one of you in, len. 

Has kept a dog or two, and has remark'd,, _ 
That when you have been comfortably feeding, 
The curs, without one atom of court breeding, 

With watery jaws, have whin'd, and paw 'd, and bark'd; 

Vor. J. 1 3 Show d 
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Show'd anxiouſneſs about the mutton bone, 

And, ſtead of yorr mouth, wiſli d it M their on; 
Aud cif you gave this bone to one, or other, 
Heavens, what a ſnarling, quarrelling, zand-pother ! 
This, probably, has touch'd you to the quick, 
And made von teach good manners hy a kick; 

And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 

You treated them with ſweet emphatic. ſwearing, 
An eloquence of wondrous uſe in wars. 
Amongſt ſea-captains and the brave jack-tars. 


Now tell me honeffly—pray don't ye find 
ee ee e * the. ſame kind 
ee en oil 
As, for example, hen your miſtreſs, FA, 
_ Wiſhing to celebrate a OH) name, 
Takes up her trump to give the juſt applauſo; 
How have you, 9 ou 'd, wiſh'd, and 
whin'd, 52 
And growFd, and c curs'd, and OWE and p pin d, 
And long d to tear the trumpet from ber Jaws! N | 


; - -» he dogs deſerv'd their kicking, to be ſure; ie 


But you? O fie, boys! go and fin no more. 


8 - 'QDE 


[| 1156 } 


O D E XIII. 


The compaſſionate PETER lametiteth the death of Mr. Horz, an 
R. A. Recommendeth him to nn the = Patron of a 
number of . | | 


E: Treks one R. A. more dead air is "_ 
"Hong! 0 #57 Ot 45. | ; 
His works be with him under the fame ſtone: 

I think the ſacred art will not bemoan ons © * 

But, Muſe!—De mortnis nil nif Bonum, 
As to his hoſt a-traviller, with a ſneerr,r 

Said of this dead fall beer. by at yd: age 


| Go thee” per Müh nd hein a numerous train : | 
Sunk in OprtvIoN” $ wide pacific” ocean; 
And may its whale-like ſtomach feel no motion > 


To caſt on like a Jonaj, up again, 
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The Poet exhibiteth the inconſtancy of the world, by a moſt elegant 


compariſon of a flock of ſtarlings. 


YOUNG artiſts, it may ſo fall out, 
That folks ſhall make a grievous rout; 


Follow you -praiſe your painting to the Kkies; ; | 
When, probably, a ribband, (fie upon it 1), 


A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, , 


Caught, by its g/are, their vonder ie nib 


Therefore, don't thence ſuppoſe that ye "TRY Y 


Mountains of unexampled merit; 


That akvays ye ſhall be purſu d. 


* like a worgrgus beauty wood. 


Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as flows; 
Next year the million pitches on a ruff, 
A balloon cap, a ſhawl, a muff; 


Great i is the world's inconſtancy, God knows !— 


8 
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For you, no longer cares a ſingle ruſh, 
Following ſome other brother of the bruſh, 


To raiſe to nobler lights the Muſe's wing, 

A fmile's a very pretty thing; ts 

To whoſe ſyeet aid I'm oft a —— debtor, 
T illuſtrate with more force the thing I mean; „ 
And if the fimile be neat and clean, 

Tant evs—that 55 mies thr be better. 

Therefore, ad folks, as there's a great deal 1 in 't, 

Accept one job W from the mint. 


14 


You've 5 a flock of . to 4 ſure, | 
A hundred thouſand i in a meſs or more; 
Who fortunately having found . 
A lump of horſe· litter upon the ground, | 
| Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung; 
Then, Lord, what doings! Heav'ns, what admiration! 
What joy, what tranſport midſt the ſpeckled nation! 
How buſy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue! 
All talking, gabbling, but none liſt' ning, 
Juſt like a group of goſſips at . 
Let but a cawdab ſhow its graſs. green face, 
They're 1p, without 10 much as ſaying ng 
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And lo! the buſj flock around it pitches; 


Juſt as upon the lump befbrt, FROG! | I 
They gabble, wonder, and adore ! | I 
And equal $orfler Mkirels*'eecties, - | 
Theſe ſtarlings ſhow the world, with great projitien; - 1 
Mad as March hares, o or eien amen. | ©: 
] 
The Great PerER deſpiſeth Frenchmen, mn 


Le will not copy, monkey- like, the French, 
Whoſe pictures, juſtly, are all ſtanding jokes, 
| Whether they repreſent a man or wench, 

If Monficur paints a man of faſhion, 
Making an obeiſance well bred, 
The gentlemat's a ram-cat in 4 paffion, 

His Back all crumpled o'er his head. 
Or, if Re paints a wretets upon the: wheel, | 

And bone-breaking's no /rifling thing, G-dknows! 
Amidſt his pains the fellow's ſo geuter! | 

He feels with- ſuch derum all the blows. 

Or if a eulprit's going to the devil, 

Which ſome folks alſo deep a ſerious exit, 

- : * A mich-advired ſpeiket in the Houſe of Commons, vk nem. 


cam was baptized the * Mak rv. 5 
18 | 28 
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So digagd-you. ſhe the-man advaucal. 
His arms, hands; ſhoulders;, turn'daout tocs, 
Madona-lifted:oyes;. and :cock'd-up noſe, | 
Proclaim the pretty puppy, in a dance. 
I ve ſeen a ſleeping MuRus, I declare, 
With hands and legs ſtretch'd out with focblan air! 
Her neck and head o tumiſted on one ſhoulder, > | 
With ſuch a. heuui nly ſmile, that each beholder: 
Would ſwear, (diſdaining Daxoixe's pulgar track) 
The Dame was walking minuets- on her bach! ” 
E en an old woman yielding up her: breath 
hh By means of cholic, ſtone, or gravel, | 
How mirkingly, the feels the pangs of death! 
With what a gran her foul prepares to traxell 
9 
A 1 angel is an Seit Poxk ; . 
His Virgin Marys, milliners half drunk ; 
Our bleſt Redeemer, a rank petit-maltre, 
In every attitude and feature; q | 
The humble Joſeph, ſo genteelly made, 8 
Poor gentleman—as if above his TAE, 
And only fit to compliment his wiſe— 
| So delicate! as if he ſcarcely knew oh 
Oak from deal board—a gimlet from a ſcrew, 
And never made a MoUSR-TRAP in his lita, 4 
| I 4 „ 
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Think not I wantonly the French attack— - . 
I never will put Mzxzt on the rack : 
_ No!—yet, I own, I hate the ſhrugging dogs 
| Tre livd amongſt them, eat their frogs, 
And vomited them up, thank God, again; ; 
So that I'm able now to ſay, 
I carried nought of -zbeirs away, 
Which otherwiſe had made the puppies vain. 


% 


0 DE XVI. 


The i 8 turneth. an errant, ail Mentioneth 2 
| number of fine folks—This minute condemneth WIIL WIr E- 


HEAD'S verſes, and the next exculpateth the Laureat, by 2 
ping the right ſaddle on the right horſe. 


No giant more rejoiceth i in his courſe, | | 
Not Count O KeiLY i in a winning horſe; 
Not Miſtreſs Hog ART * to preſerve a box, 
Not Grone the TIR to triumph o'er CuarLes F Fox; 
Not Spain' s Wiſe Monarch to bombard Algiers | 
Not pillories, obeying Law's ſtern voice, 
Can mare rejoice £ 
To hold Kirr ATKINSON' 8 two ears; 


The conteſt between Mrs. Hobart and Lady 3 with 
their ſeconds, about a box at the yn, 1s a Weiner for the moſt 


fo e Epic! 
F Not 
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Not more rejoiceth patriotic Prrr, 
By patriotic grocers to be fed; | 
Not Mother Winpsor* in a nice young Tit, 
Nor gaping Deans, to catch a Biſhop dead; | 
Not more reform d Joan W 1LKEs, to court the Crown, 
Nor SKINNER in his Aldermanic gown, | 
Nor Common-Councilmen on turtle ſeeding; 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, ſo les... 
To hear of weeping Beauty a ſad tale, 
And tell the world a reigning toaſt is en, | 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode, 
That catches at a hop the Cynic race; 
Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face; 
And tears, in ſpite of him, his jaws abroad. 


And are there ſuch grave Dons that read my rhymes? 
All-gracious Heav'n forgive their crimes! | 
Oh! be their lot to have w1i/e-talking wives; | 
And if in reading they delight, 
To read, ye Gods! from morn to night, 
Wir Werrentad'sÞ+ Birth-day Sonnets all their lives. 


A prieſteſs of the Cyprian Goddeſs, _ 
+ This Ode was written before a late Laureat reſigned his earthly 
crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Wan rom be more ſuc- 
ceſsful in his courtiy adulations, and not verify the Latin adage—Zx 
nibilo, nibil fit, which is thus elegantly N 6 There 3 is no 
makiog a velvet purſe of a ſow's ear. x 
| Prhaps, 
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Prhaps, reader, thou'rt a tinker; oraitanner; 
And mendeſt kettles in a pretty manner; 
Or tanneſt hides of bulls, and:cows;;and! bedr 

But if the fuutepan, or the ren 

Originally be bad metal, c en 
Thou'lt ſay, t only can widbeibuda — 8 
Or if hy nature bad the bullocks? ſkins; 1 
"P — ISR Ene dns. A 


"11 


Thenwherefore:doJ, FP 

WILL. Warrzuzar'shard-driv' „ ius 
Who merits rather Pizv's: tend'reſt fight, |, 

For what the Devil can he do, 

When ſoraidto praite—the Lond-hnows — 880 
Verſe myſt be dull on ſubjects fo damn d dry. 


— - 
1 Cry 4g —— 8 4 b 2 5 
| "9 — © + | 4 
* © 


m Wt = | XVII. 
* 


The claffic PE ER adviſeth Painters to eultiyate e ſome 
of the ignorant Accuſetl Palnters of an. affection for vulgarityy.. 
= whom he horſewhippeth—Recommendeth a charming ſubjet— | 
5 Telleth the ſecret of his love, and giveth a die-away ſonnet of 
former e 85 15 5 devil. has applandeth the 


4 * =" - % * 
execution. 


| PAINTERS, improve your educationz// | 

| That ſurely flands/imnced of reformation, |. | 

Tue heard that fome. car neither write non rad. 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 


Many, I know, would rather paint a bear, 
Or monkey playing his quaint tricks, | 
Than ſome ſweet damſel, whom all hearts revere, 

. Whole charms the eye of admiration fix— 
Would rather ſee a ſtump with ſtrength 1 
Than all the ſnowy fulnefs of her breaſt ; 

Or lip, that Innocence fo ſweetly FR 
Or ſmile, the fond Elyſium of the Loves. 

This brings thoſe days to mem ry, when my tongue 


Ty CYNTHIA 8 beauty pour d my foul in ſong; - 
When, 


— — , 
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When, on the margin of the murm' ring ſtream, 
My fancy frequent form'd the golden dream 
Of Crxrnra's grace—of Cynrara's ſmiles divine, 
And made thoſe ſmiles and peerleſs beauty mine. 
It brings to mem' ry, too, thoſe diſmal times, 
When nought my ſighs avail'd, and nought my rhymes; 
When at the filent, folemn cloſe of day, 8 

My penſive ſteps would court the darkling grove, 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay, 

The ſainting echoes of my luckleſs love; 
Till night's increaſing ſhades around me ſtole, 


And — * mn that nn hoy ſoul. 


Reader—Doſt chooſe a ſonnet of thoſe 7 ? 
Take it; and ſay not I'm a foe to Praiss. | 


£ 
4, ; © 8&5 
124 3 


To e gs 


0 thou ! ka "APART ang air 


Delights, yet gives a thouſand. woes; 3 
1 day declines in dark deſpair, 3 
And ci hath loſt her fweet repoſe. 
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Yet who, alas | like me was bleſt, 

| To others &er thy charms were known; 
When Fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on ne alone? 


Nymph of my ſoul ! forgive my ſighs : 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; | 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 


Lo! theirs is every winning art.” 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to me! 
T only boaſt a ſimple heart, 


In love with 2 NOCENCE and Tas. 


Build not, alas ! your popularity | 2 } : 1 

On that beaſt's back yclep'd Yulgarity ; 

A beaſt that many a booby takes a pride in; 7014 

A beaſt beneath the noble PzTER's riding. , 
7 


How ſhould the man with appetite unchaſte,, 
Stuffing on carrion dread, his hound-like pauneii, 


Judge of an ortolan's delicious taſtece, 4 
Pr feel the flayour of a dainty haunch/? ©» © pr 
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Or, wont with bitter url to Wet, his clay, 
How ſhould — Claret or Tokay ? 


T xNIERS“s 3 i 0, aeg 
That make me ſhudder whilſt I pen theſe Odes, 


Moſt truly pdintet, te be ſure, you'll find: 
How greater far the execllence, to paint 
With hcaven-tireCtel eye, the charniing/Sarxt, 

And mark th' emetions-of her angel- mind! 
Envy not ſuch as have in dirt ſurpaſt xe 
Tis very, very eaſy to be nafty.! 8725 


ODE XVIII. 
The moralizing Bard expoſeth the unfairneſs of mankind in the 
article of laughing—Deſcanteth upon wit—Diſclaimeth preten- 
fion to it—Maketh W W concludeth. 


# 


How dean Wert s to laugh and "oy 

Juſt as they love to ſtuff themſelves to chin 

With other(peqplo's mcatwrgood faving fenſe ! 
Becauſe at other {91 ks" expence; | 

But turn the lau gon. thenrmhow chang” d their. notes! 
« O damn em this is Friouu cut their throats !” - 
5 #3 . Wir, 


Is 


66 


8 
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Wir, ſays an author that I do not know, 

Is like Truz's ſcythe—cuts down both friend and foe; 

Ready cach object, tiger-like, to leap on ! 

Lord! what a butcher this ſame Wir.!:thank God! 
(A critic cries) in Maſter; PN DAR's Ode, 

« We ſpy th' effect of no ſuch dangeraus weapon.” 


No, Sir—'tis l d Caxnovs' S charms | 

1 woo to theſe defiring arms; 

She is my Goppess.; to her ſhrine I bend : 

Nur of the voice that beats the. morning lark. 
Sweet as the dulcet note of either Panx, “ 3 

Be thou my ſoft ee my. friend. 85 . 


? 


Thy OR hand my Pegaſus. mall guide, 

And teach: thy modeſt pupil how to ride: 

Thus ſhall IL hurt: not any group compoſers 
From Sanan nnn ur 


* Two brothers of diſtinguiſhed merit on the Oboe, 


+ The laſt of thoſe-ladies, an R. A. by means of a ſublime 117 
ture of a plate of GoofBERUIES- the _— Oy of Academic 
honours, Wann " o 
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ODE XIX. 


A 
The pudiciou bars giveth moſt wholeſome advice to ade. G 
A 3 Pintnns. 8 6 B 
Wikies" oor wiſh, in landſcape to excel, ; 
London's the very place to mar it ; 
Believe the oracles I tell, 
There's very little landſcape in a garret. 
Whate'er the flocks of fleas you keep, 
ITis badly copying them for goats and ſheep ; ; 
And if you'll take the Poet's honeſt word, 
A bug muſt make a miſerable bird. 


A ruſh- light in a bottle's neck, or ſtick, 
Ill repreſents the glorious Oaz of Monx ; 
Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, - 


IJ would be a repreſentative forlorn. | | 
1 
I think, too, thats man would be a fool, SS 
For trees, to copy legs of a Joint ſtool; 
Or ev'n by them to repreſent a ſtump: . 


Alſo by broomſticks—which, though well he ri Ss 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 


Muſt make a very poor autumnal clump. 
r | Null 
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You'll fay, © Yet ſuch ones, oft a perſon ſees 
In many an artiſt's trees ; | | 
And in ſome paintings, we have all beheld, 
| Green bays hath ſurely fat for a green field; 
Bolſters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows; 
Cats, for ram-goats; and curs, for bulls and cows,” 


All this, my lads, I freely grant; 

But better things from vou, I want. 

As SHAKSPRARE ſays, (a Bard I much approve) 

© Liſt, liſt, Oh! lic,” if thou doſt Pal xrixd love. 


CLAUDE painted in the open air! 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; 
Where ſcenes of true magnificence * find: 
Beſides this great advantage —if in debt, 
You'll have with creditors no ba i 
Zo leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind; 
Who, hunt you with what noiſe they may, 
1 ns 2 hunt for needles i in 2 ſtack of bay. 
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ODE XX. 
The Poet hinteth to Artiſts the value of Time. 


THE man condemn'd on Tyburn-tree to ſwing, 
Deems ſuch a ſhow, a very dulliſh thing; | 
He'd rather a ſpectator be, I ween, | 

Than the fad actor in the ſcene. ; 


| 5 He blames the Law's too rigid reſolution: 
If with a beef-fteak ſtomach—in his prime, 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on Time! 
And, moſt of all—the hour of execution! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, = 
How wondrous willing rer the Dance! 


Aire me, Time > of monſtrous 4 : 
But, ah! how ſubject to abuſe! | 
It ſeems that with him, folks were often day d. 
1 do pronounce it, Time's a public good, 
Juſt like a youthful Beauty to be 2000 d, 
Made much of, and be properly enj oy'd. 
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Time's ſand is wonderfully ſmall; 
It flips between the fingers in a hurry: 
Therefore, on each young artiſt let me call, 
To prize it as an Indian does his Curry; * 
Whether his next rare Exhibition be 
Amidſt the great R. A.'s—or on a Tree. 


ODE XXI 


The Wiener PETER lamenteth the loſs of an important Ode, 
| by rats—He prayeth devoutly for the rats. 

Hiarus maxime deflendus ! 

Tre loſt an Ovz of charming praiſe ; 
From like misfortune, Heav'n defend us! 

The ſweeteſt of my Lyric lays! 

Where many an youthful artiſt ſhone with fame, 
| is his own pictures in a fine gilt frame. 


Perdition catch the roguiſh rats! 
Their trembling limbs ſhall fill the n maws of cats, 


An univerſal food in the welt thin 07 fu 
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Were I to be their ſole-advitſer : | 


= 
Vermin! like trunk:-makers, kings, Fd cooks, 
Dealing in legions'of+ delightful books, 
Yet; with the learning, not a whit the wiſer. \ 
Thank G—d! the Ode unto Mrskrr they fpar'd ; 
And, lo! the labour of the Iucky Bard. 
] 
Ei 
O D E XXII. 
To MSE LF. | 
The exalted Perz Sita 16 wüde the gaping trorld acguainted 
with the place of His nattvity; but Before he ran! get an anſwer ] 


from himſelf, he moſt /ublimely burſteth forth into an addreſs to 
Mevagizzy and Monſehols, two fiſhing-towns in Cormvall—The 
firſt celebrated for pilchards, the laſt for giving birth to Dol rv 
PenTREATH—The Poet praiſeth the Honourable DarxEs Bax - 
RINGTON, and pilchards—Forgetteth the place of his nativity; 
and, like his great anceſtor of Thebes, leavetk his readers in the 


O THOU ! whoſe ht = pans 

' Defy the rudeſt rage of Traits, | 
Say for the world is with conjecture Ge 
Did Monſebole give thee birth, or Mevagizzy ? 


HAJL, 
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HAlL, Meuagizay ! with ſuch wonders, fraught 4. 
Where boats, W nn and PRE are 
ſtirring ; 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught; 
Pilchard ! a thouſand times as good as herring. 


Pilchard ! the idol of the Popiſh nation 

Hail, little infirument of vaſt ſalvation !, 

Pilchard, 1 ween, a moſt ſoul- ſaving 8 

On which the Catholics in Lent are cramm d: 

Who had they not, poor ſouls, this lucky diſh, 
Would feed. on fleſh, and therefore all be. damm d d. 


5 ilchards.! whoſe R004 yield the fragrant gil, 

And make the London lamps at midnight Guile; 
Which lamps, wide ſpreading falutary light, 
Beam on the wandering Braurizs of the night, 
And ſhow each gentle youth their cheeks' deep roſes, 
And tell him whether they have eyes and noſes. 


Hail, Mouſebole ! birth-place of old DoLL PEXTREATH,* 
The laft who jabber'd Corniſh—ſo ſays Daixzs, 
Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath, 
With Wilk-o' -Wilp, to oO up his brains. 
Danes ! 


* A very old woman of Mouſehole, ſuppoſed (fal/cl, however) 


K 3 nourabel 


_— 
ae. D N = . 3 
N o 


4 2 + I 5 — 2 A. * * i. = 
n 
T 


ts — — 2 
18 r * 
** n WEED . 


to have been the af who ſpoke the CR language. The ho- 


r 


3 
— 


* 
* N | . 3 — 2 — . EEE <= 
PIN SS.” 6 1, EET Ms, OT : —W Ze a | \ 
1 rd rr — 


134 LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXV. 


Darnzs ! who a'thouſand miles, unwearied, trots 
For bones, braſs farthings, aſhes, and old pots: 


Ranſacks the mouldy manſions of the dead, 

To prove that men in days of yore, 

Eyes, ears, and noſes, like us Moderns, wore ; 
And travell'd juſt like 18 too, with a bead ! 


nourable antiquarian, Daines BarrINGTON, Eſq. journeyed, 
ſome years ſince, from London to the Land*s-end, to converſe with 
this wrinkled, yet delicious morceav. He entered Mouſe-hole in a 
kind of triumph ; and, peeping into her hut, exclaimed, with all 
the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of the famous 
Greek Philoſopher—* zurxtxA!” The couple kifſed ; Dor. ſoon 
after gabbled; Darnes liſtened with admiration ; committed her 
ſpeeches to paper, not venturing to truſt his memory with / much 
treaſure. The tranſaction was announced to the Society; the Jour- 
nals were enriched with their dialogues; the old Lady's picture was 
ordered to be taken by the moſt eminent artiſt, and the Honoura- 
able Member to be publicly thanked for the Discovery !- 


ODE 


„ ] 


ODE XXIII. 


parxx concludeth his Odes—Seemeth hungry—Expoſtulateth with 
| the Reader, 
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Tom Southern to John Dryden went one day, 
To buy a head and tail-piece for his play : | 
“ Thomas,” quoth John, „I've ſold my goods too 


« cheap; 
c So, if you pleaſe, my price ſhall take a leap.” 
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O Reader, look me gravely in the face; 

Speak, is not that with me and bee the caſe ? 

For this Year's Odes I charge thee half. a- crown; 

So, without grumbling, put thy money down : 

For things are deſp' rately ris'n, good Lord 

Fiſh, fleſh, coals, candles, window-lights, and board. 
Why ſhould not charming Poetry then riſe, 

That comes ſo dev'liſh far too—from the ſkies ? 

And lo! the verſes that adorn this page, 

Beam, comet-like, alas! but once an age. 
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FAREWELL ODES. 


O D E 
Ps-ER talketh of reſigning the Laureathip—He propheſieth the | 
triumph of the Artiſts on his reſignation—The Artiſts alſo pro- 


pheſy to PETER's diſadvantage—PETER's laſt comforts, ſhould 
their prophecy be fulfilled. 


PETER, like fam'd Chriſtina, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, reſigns the laurel crown for ever ! 

What all the fam'd AcaDemIcians wilh ; 

No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 
He ſhows the world his carving {kill ſo clever: 
Braſs, iron, woodwork, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt— 
«© Thank God!“ exclaim the works of Miſter WEST. 


“ Thank God!” the works of LourRhERBOURHG ex- 
claim 

For guns of critics, no ignoble game 

No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, 

4 Shall we be chriſt' ned tea-boards, varniſh'd waiters 3 

No verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are paſte-board rocks, 


Our trees, braſs wigs; and mopc our fleecy flocks.” 
«© Thank 


* 
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% Thank Heav'n !” exclaims Rricavy, with ſparkling 
Then ſhall my pictures in importance riſe, [eyes, 
e And fill cach gaping mouth and eye with wonder.” 
Monfieur, Rigaud, 

It may be ſo, 
To think thy ſtars have made ſo ſtrange a blunder, 
That bred. to paint, the genius of a glazier: 
That ſpoil'd, to make a dauber, a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare ſtand fortli the herald of thy praiſe: 
Could Fax a pplaud, whoſe voice my verſe reveres, 
Jusrick ſhould break her trump about her ears. 


% Thank Heawn!” cries Miſter Garvy ; and “ Thank 
ea : Yy 7 

Cries Miſter Corlxr, © that this Man of Ode, 
« No more, Barbarian-like, ſhall o'er us ride: 
No more like beads, in naſty order ſtrung, 
* And round the waiſt of this vile Mohawk hung, 


e Shall academic ſcalps indulge his pride. 


« No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme, 
Which he moſt impudently calls ſublime, 

cc Shall we, poor, inoffenſive ſouls, : 
„ Appear juſt like ſo many moles, - 


_— Trapp'd 


cc 
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&/Trapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field: 
« Which mole-catchers ſuſpend on trees, 
&« To ſhew their titles to their fees, 

« Like Doctors, paid too often for the 2d. 


Pleas'd that no more my verſes ſhall annoy ; 
Glad that my bliſter Odes ſhall ceaſe their ſtinging; 


Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joyz 


Hark ! how they all break forth in finging ! 
ö ö 0 
In boaſtful ſounds the grinning Ax risrs cry, 
* Lo! PezER's hour of inſolence is o'er : 


« His Muſe i is dead- his lyric pump is dry— 
His Odes, like ſtinking fiſh, not worth a groat 


« a ſcore: 


Art thou, then, weak, like us, 5 — ſnarling ſaiv'ller? 
* Art thou like one of us, thou Jyric driv'Iler? 


„Our Kings and Queens in glory now ſhall lie, 
Each unmoleſted, ſleeping in his frame; 
© Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and ſxy, 


No longer ſcouted, ſſiall be put to ſhame: 


No poet s rage ſhall root our ſtumps and ſtumplings, 


ee * ſwear: our clouds are flying apple · dumplings: 


1 Fame 
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* Fame ſhall proclaim how well our plum-trees bud, 
& And found the merits of our marle and mud. 


* Our oaks, our bruſhwood, and our lofty elms, 
“No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'erwhelms, 


Now this vile FeLLER is laid low: 


I peace ſhall our ſtone hedges ſleep, 


6 Our huts, our barns, ,our pigs, and ſheep, 
* And wild fowl, from the 12885 to the crow. 


6 They who ſhall "fl this Peren i in the fireet, 
c With fearleſs eye his front ſhall meet, 
« And cry, Is this the man of keen remark ? 


« Is this the blade,” ſhall be their taunting ſpeech— 


e A dog! who dar'd to ſnap each artiſt's breech, 
« Nay, bite Academicians like a ſhark ? 


He whoſe broad cleaver chopp'd the ſons of paint, 


4 Cruſh'd like a marrowbone each lovely ſaint; 


8 Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs ; 
« The little duck-wing'd cherubims abus'd, 
« That could not more inhumanly be us d, 
ce Poor lambkins! had theyfall'n among the BLacks; 


He, once ſo furious, ſoon ſhall want relief, 


* 
A. en Ke a 


* Stak'd Rd the oO like a paltry thief. 
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& How art thou fall'n, O Cherokee !” they cry; 

c How art thou fall'n !“ the joyful roofs reſound; 
« Hell ſhall thy body, for A rogue, ſurround ; 

« And there, for ever roaſting, mayſt thou lie ; 

« Like Dives, mayſt thou ſtretch in fires along, 


« Refus'd one drop of beer to cool thy tongue.“ 


Ye godly gentlemen, repreſs your yell, 


Jour hearty wiſhes for my ſoul reſtrain 3 |. 


For if our works can put us into h-ll, 


Kind Sirs ! we certainly ſhall meet again. 1 
ODE 
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OD II. 


A moſh; pleaſant Hiſtory bf the Academie Dinner- ETER, piticth 
the-Pzincs of Waxzs, Duke pf OBTEANs, Nuke Firzjauts, 
Count LAUzux, Lords CAERMARTHEN and BESBOROU GR, &c. 
and praiſes Mr. WELT IIE—Exculpateth the P ESIDEYT—Con- 
demneth Sir W. CuAMRRRSs and the Cou⁰j,œTrHEE fot their bad 
management PETER «talketh-of- viſiting the e French «a and 
the Duke of OrLiaAws 


\ OY ACADEMICIANS run 1 
Such ſhould the moral Peter's ſong reclaim : 

Of paint, this Ode ſhall nothing ſing or ſay; 
My eagle ſatire darts at diff rent game; 

Againſt decorum, I abhor a finner; 

And therefore laſh the Academic dinner. 


Th' AcAbzur, though marvellouſly poor, 
Caan once a year afford to eat: 
By means of kind donations at the door, 

The members make a comfortable treat: 
Like gipſies in a barn, around their king, 


That annual meet, to cat, and dance, and ſing, 
489 


A feaſt 
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A feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 
To ſuit the various qualities of bellies: 


Mine grumbled to be aſk'd, and be delighted; 
But zwicked PzTER's paunch was not invited. 


Yet though no meſſage waited on the Bard, 

With compliments from Academic names, 
The PRE of WALES receiv'd a civil card, 

His Grace of OxLEans too, and Duke P172JAMES; 
Count de Lavzun, and Count ConrLan, 
A near relation to the man | 
In whoſe poor fides old Hawxs once fix'd his claws, 
Were welcom'd by the ACADEMIC Lokps, 

Either by writing or by words, 
To come and try the vigour of their jaws. 
Unfortunately for the modeſt Duxzs, 
The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks, 

Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able ; 
Seiz d, of the Synagogue, the higheſt places, 
And left the poor forlorn, their GaLLtc GRACES, | 
To nibble at the bottom of the table! 


There ſat, too, the Reet fimpering Lord CarMARTHEN, 
As one of the Canaille, not worth a farthing! 
Vor. I. L But 
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But what can titles, virtues; at a ſeath, . | 5 
Where glory waits upon the greateſt beaſt? N 
To frees 3 and = v 
| High inounted o'er fine men of quality, 5 
By no means can our annals blazon i 
For feats of courtly hoſpitality. 8 
I're heard; however, one or two were tarners: B 
Granted—it doth not much improve their manners, P 
They ptobably, in anſwer, may declare, \ 
They chouglit the feaſt juſt like a hunts 1 
In which, as ſoon as ever ſtarts the hare, : 
Each Nimrod tries to be the firſt upon't:? 
As he's the greateſt, midſt the howling fuſs; 0 
Who firſt can triumph o'er poor dying PUSS. 
Pxrzxs“ mai juſtly rais 4 his « eyes of wonder, 
And wanted decently to give them grace; | | 
b But bent on ven jon and on turbot-plander, | 1 
A clattering peal of knives and forks took place: 
Spoons, plates, and diſhes, rattling round the table; $ 


Produc” d a new edition of old Babel. 


Sh men the Academicians, a 
; 5 


e 


They had no ſtomach, o'er a grace, to nod, 
Nor time enough to offer thanks to Go: 
That mi ight be done, they wiſely knew, 
When they Had nothing elſe to w 
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His TEIN Entering ſoniewhat tather late; 
Could ſcarcely Kind a knife, or fork, or Plate: 
But not one lingle maiden Giſh), 

Poor en of . or fim. 
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Mon woefully „gelbe 8 

And tremBling jellies barbarouſly claw'd : 

In ſhort, my gentle readers to amaze, 

His Honwess Picked thi Bones of tle R. A. o 


* 
* 
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And ſeen thy Pkince ſo ſerv d with ſcrap and flop, 

Thou ſurely wouldſt have brouglit bim better fare 
A warm beef teak, ; | Perchance, « or r maitton-chop. 


Thou wile Have a « Bebel or W aus, by 
0 100 muſb honour to be to der feaſt; [Go 
« Vere he can heb von beet of meat dal s bol; ;- | 
1 Bat. treated vid de bones ſhuft like a beaſts 5 


| * Phe Bine German bock: 
L 7 | cc De 


— 
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% De PRRNCR, he was too great to fheet and cat 
te De bones. and leafings of de meat | 

* And munſh vat dirty low-lif d rogues refuſe, - 

* By Got! not fit 10-wipe de PRRN CES ſhoes.” 


Great Bzsz0zquen's Earl, too, came off ſecond beſt, 


His murmuring ſtomach had not half a feaſt; 
And therefore it was natural to mutter: A | 

To rediify the fault, with joyleſs looks, 

His Lordſhip bore his belly off to Bxooxss, 
To fill the e * with bread 455 butter. 


Sirs! thoſe manceuyres were. ea — 
This really was the eſſence of ill-breedin g: 
Not for your ſouls could you have treated work, : 
 Bumb-bailiffs, by this 22 of feeding. 


Grant, you eclips d a pack of hounds, with glee 
Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game; 
Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobbling down the prey; 
: , Ball, great R. A.'s, I tell you, 'twas a ſhame: 


Seat, each of you the wondrous man excell'd, 
| | Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 
And that each paunch with guttling was ſo ſwell d, 


Note one bit more could paſs ages fwallow -pipe : 
Grant, 


G 
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Grant, that you dar'd ſuch ſtuffing feats diſplay, 
That not a ſoul of you could walk away: 7811 
Still, midſt the triumphs of your gobbling e 

* you, great R. A. 's, it was a ſhame. 


Grant, you v were greas'd up. to the noſe 5 cyes, 
Your cheeks all ſhining like a lantern's horn, | 

With tearing hams and fowls, and gibblet pies, | 
And ducks, and geeſe, and pigeons newly born: 

Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 

I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a ſhame, 

This, let me own—the candour-loving Muſe 
Moft willingly Sir Joshua can excuſe, ., © . 
Who tries the nation's glory to increaſe,; 

Whoſe genius rare is very ſeldom nodding, 

But deep on painting ſubjects F 
055 rival N and Greece. 


3 Sir WILLIAM, * what have'you to ſay? 
No ſuch impediment i is in your way; 
Genius can 't hurt your etiquette attention; 


* Sir W. Chambers 
23 
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And Mefficurs FrrER, WErox, and Rr9awy, 


Have you a genius to impede you?—Not | 
Nx many * one nn W 1 _ ment 


This year (God hag I ſhall viſit France, 
And taſte of Lov, grand Monarque 1 the prog: 

His grace of On RI, fo kind, perchance, | 
May afk me to his houſe to pick a frog: 5 

Ard yet, what right have Ito vifit there: _— 

Who Fm a Prince hot: treatod . Li 


Ye Royal Artiſts, at your future ſealts, 
I ſear youl make their Gracks downright Daniels: 
And as the Provner din'd amongſt wild beaſts, 


The Dukes mayjoin your ag and 228 


— 
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ODE III. 


Parzx giveth ſage advice to mercenary artiſts, and telleth a 


a molt 


delectable ſtory of a country bumpkin and a peripatetic razare 


+ 


FORBEAR, my friends, to facrifice your fame 

- To ſordid gain, unleſs that you are ſtarving : 

I own that hunger will indulgence claim : 
For hard ſtone heads and landſcape carving. 


In order to make haſte to ſell and eat ; 

For there is certainly a charm in meat: 
And in rebellious tones will ſtomachs ſpeak, 
That have not taſted, victuals for a week. 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, 
Who value fame no more than an, old ſhoe ; 3 
Provided for their daubs they get a ſale; 
Juſt like the man hut ſtay—TII tell the tale. 


A fellow in a market town, 
Moſt-mufical, ery'd razors up and down, 
a L 4. 


At 
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And offer 'd twelve for eighteen · pence; 
Which certainly ſeem'd wondrous CHEAP, | | 
And for the money, quite a heap, 

As ev'ry man would buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 


A country Bumpkin the great offer heard: 

Poor Hodge, who ſuffer d by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem'd a ſhoe-bruſh ſtuck beneath his noſc 
With cheerfulneſs the eighteen· pence he paid, 

And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers, ſaid, 
85 — raſcal ſtole the razors, I ſuppoſe,” | 


4 No matter if the low 5 Kare 

te Provided that the razors ſhave; |, _. 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize.” 

So home the clown a with his good fortu ne went, 

Smiling in heart and ſoul content, 


And quickly wa ta himſelf to ears and eyes 


Being well lather'd from a diſh or tub, . 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : | | 
"Twas a vile razor then the reſt he 6%. 


| All were impoſtors Ah, Hodge ſigb dt. 
* I with my cighteen-pence within my purſe.” 
* = "ol In 
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In vain to. chaſe his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ftamp'd, and ſwore; 
Brought blood, and danc'd, Capi and made 
wry faces, 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. 
1 — 
His muzzle, form'd of a ſtuff, N 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ruff : 
So kept it laughing at the fteel and ſuds: 
Hodge, in a paſſion, ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 
On the vile cxzAT that fold the goods. 
- * Razors! a damn'd, confounded dog, 
Not fit to ſcrape a hog ! - 


Hodge ſought the — him —and begun: 


12 Perhaps, Maſter Razor- rogue, to you 'tis fun, 
SIT That people flay themſelves out of their Hyg: : 
« You raſcal! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
“Giving my crying whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, 
« With razors juſt like oyſter- Knives. S 
« Sirrah! 1 tell you, you re A knave, | 1 
6 ' To cry up 7 50 that can 't have.” F . 5 x 1 


1 


3 
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Friend, quoth the razor- man, I'm not a knave: 
. © As for the razors you have bought, 
Upon my foul I never thought. 

“That they would wal 


« Not think they'd FE, 55 a Wen with won- 
| dring eyes, 

And voice not much unlike an 8 yell; 
What where they made for then, you dog? be cries, 
Made!“ quoth the fellow, with a ſmile to ell. 


PzTER obſerveth the Lex Talionis, 


WEST tells the world that Pzrzz cannot rhime : 
PzTer declares point black that WesT can't paint. 
Wrsr ſwears I've not an atom of ſublime : 25 
I fwear he hath no notion of a faint ; 3 


And that his crok-wing d cherubims are forrls, 
| Baptiz'd by naturaliſts, oon, ö 
Half of the meck apoſtles, gangs of robbers 3 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 
8 * "554 3 be | | The 
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The Holy Seripture ſays, 1 All fleft is graſs;” * 


With Miſter Wrsr, all fleſh is brick and braſs; K 


Except his horſe-fleſh, that, I fairly own, 
Is chiefly « of I choiceſ Portland Roe: 


['e faid, too, that this artiſts faces F 
Ne er paid a viſit to the Graces : 
That on Expreſſion, he can never brag: 
vet for this article hath he been ſtudyi ng ; 
But i in it, never could ſurpaſs a pudding 


"May uy reader, nor a U bag. 

5 * not ſay that Miſter Wear 
Cannot ſound criticiſin impart : 

Ty m told the man with rechnicals is bleft, 
That he can talk a deal upon the art: 

Yes, he can talk, * do not doubt it 

Li About it, goddeſs, and about it!” 


Thus, then, is Miſter Wes deſerving og z 

And let wy juſtice the fair laud afford 

For, lo! ! this far-fam'd artiſt cuts both ways! 1138 
ce the Angel GennizL's fword: wy 
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The beauties of the art, his converſe ſhows; _ 
His canvoſs, almoſt ev'ry thing that's bad! 

Thus at th Academy, we muſt ſuppoſe, 

A A man more uſeful never could be WIR 
Who in himſelf, a hoſt, fo much can do; 

Who is both precept and example too. 


0 DE V. 


Great advice is given to gentlemen authors To Mr. Wu En and Mr. 
H. WaAL?oLE particularly PETER ſhoweth wonderful know- 
. ledge in the art of r F on ae: 5 of 


STRAWBERRY HILL. 


ASTRONOMERS ſhould treat of lars and comets; 
Doctors of aſſa fetida and vomits, 

And apoplexies, thoſe light troops of Death, 

That uſe no ceremony with our breath; 

Ague and dropſy, jaundice and catarrh, | 

The grim: look tyrant s heavy horſe of war. 


Farriers ſhould write on farcys and the bn. . 
Bug doctors, only upon bed- diſorders; 70 
Farmers, on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geeſe: Ge 

Nightmen alone, on aromatic erdures. {ganders ; 
olT - The 
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The artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write; 

Like David, then they may „good things indite.“ 
But when the mob of gentlemen 

Deſert their province, and take up the pen, 

The Lord have mercy on the art! 

; Their crow-quills can no light impart. 

This verſe be thine, Squire Webb*—it i is thy due: 2 


And Miſter HoAcE WALPOLE,ÞF what think you? 
l N 83h e 15 Ame, 


„ {Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, who ſeems to dia 2 
rere en of erudition than real knowledge in ee | 


2 A gentleman once reſpected in the literary world; an 8 
but by no means a connoiſſeur in painting, and a wholeſale dealer 
in flummery to PEOPLE OF, woRSHIP» When Mr. H. Walpole 

penned his flattering advertiſement, : he ſhould have conſidered 

that the province of an hiſtorian is impartial truth. Let us ſee 
how he has acquitted himſelf, —* Poſterity (writeth Mr. W.) appre- 

P ciates impartially the works of the dead. To poſterity he leaves 

x. the continuation of theſe volumes; and recommends to the 

= lovers of arts the induſtry of Mr. Vertue, who preſerved notices 
4 of all his cotemporaries, as he had collected df paſt ages, and 

% thence gave birth to this work, In that ſupplement will not be 
« forgotten the wondertul progreſs, in miniature, of Lady Lucan, 
a who has arrived at copying the moſt exquiſite works of Iſaac 
« and Peter Oliver, Hoſkins and Cooper, with a genius that 
.* almoſt depreciates thoſe maſters, when we conſider that they 
5 ſpent their lives in attaining perfection; and who, ſoaring 


above their modeſt timidity, has transferred .the vigour of | 
C Raphael to her copies in water- colours. There will be re- 


Vid Anecdotes of Painting, Vol. IV. Page xi. 
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Hon Ack; thou haſt ſome trifling taſte and ſenſe a 
b Do 


it corded the kving etchings of Mr. H. Baabe the ſecond 
„ Hogarth, the firſt imitator who ever fully equalled his origi- 
& nal; and who, like Hogarth, has more humour when be 
& invents, than when he illultrates—probably becauſe genius 
& can draw from the ſources of natüre with more ſprrit than 
4 from the ideas of another. Has any painter ever executed 
«2 ſeen, a character 5 Shakeſpeare, that approached to the 

« prototype ſo near as Shakefpeare himſelf attained to nature? 
& Yet i is there a pencil i in a living hand as capable of pronoun- 
< liſy the paſſions as our unequalled poet; a peneil noi only 
« inſpired by his inſight into nature, but by the graces and taſte 
2 of Gretian artiſts. But it is not fair to excite the curiofity of 
i the public, when both the rank and bamful merit of che pol- 
i & ſeſſor, and A too rare exertion of fuperior talents; confine 
i — the proofs to a harrow circle. Whoever has ſeen the draw: 
« ih, and bis-reliefs, defigned and executed by Lady Diana 
© Beaudlerc; is ſenſidle that theſe im perfect endomiùms are fat 
; * ſhort of the excellence of her works. Her portrait of the 
« Duchefs of Devonſlũre, i in ſeveral Hands, cohfirms the truth 
© of part of theſe aſſertions. The nywph-like fimplicity of 
© tlie figure is equal to what a Grecian ſtatuary would have 
% formed for a di yad or goddeſs of a river. Bartolozzi's print 
'& of her two daugliters, after the drawing of the ſame lady; is 
©& another ſpecimen of her ſingular genius and taſte. The gay 
4 and, ſportive iotiocence of the younger daughter, and the 
% demure application of the elder, are as. characteriſtically con- 
4 traſted as Milton's Allegro and Penſeroſo. A third female 
2 genius is Mrs. Damer, daughter of General Conway, in 2 
& walk tore dimcult and fat more unectninon than painting. 
* The fintjals of ſtaibary record few artifts of the fair fex, and 
4 not one that I recollect of any celebrity. Mrs. Damer's buſts 
ET. © „ from 
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Do not to Lady Luvcant* pay ſuch court: 
Her better knowledge will not thank thee for t. 


« from the life are not inferior tõ the antique; and theirs, we ars 
u ſure, were not more like. Her ſhock dog, large as life, and 
« only not alive, has a looſeneſs and foftneſs in the curls that 
& ſeemed impoſſible to terra-cotta 2: it rivals the marble one of Ber- 
« nini in the royal collection. As the ancients Have left us but 
« five animals of equal merit with their human figures, namely; 
u the Barberini goat, the Tuſcan boar; the Mattei eagle, the 
u eagle of Strawberry-bhill, and Mr. Jenning's, now Mr. Dun- 
« combe's, dog, the talent of Mrs. Damer muſt appear in the 
t moſt diſtinguiſhed light. Aided by ſome inſtructions from chat 
& maſterly ſtatuary Mr. Bacon, ſhe has attempted and executed 4 
« buſt in marble. Ceracchi, from whom firſt- ſſie received four 
& or five deſſons, has given a whole figure of her as the Muſe of 
@ ſculpture, in which he has happily preſerved the graceful light- 
© neſs of her form and air. Such is an and e 
mar it! + | 

But we have 1 . crow + fo pull with Mt. w. 0 beg his ; pars 


. 
- 


don, the EAxL or Oxronp) before we part. Speaking of Vax- 


SYKE'S marriage to a daughter of Logp Gown vr; he thus ex- 
preſſes hiniſelf; © Towards the end of hie (VawD VIE is) Afe; 
tlie King beſtowed on him for a wife; Max x, the daughter of 
the unfortunate Lord Gowry, which, if meaned as a ſignal 
&« honour, night be calculated too to depreſs the difgrated fa- 
4 milly, by cuunecking ehem with the blood of painter.” - 
Such is the liberal ſpirit of the hiſtorian of — 
ſich is the reflection from the pen of a man who pretends to almoIt 
an adoration for the Michael Angelos, the Naffaelles, the N 


Bios, the Titians, the Reynoldſes i a reflection that dares mention 


the vanity of title, and the Drvivity of Genius, in the ſame 


| ſentence; the rraripery 'proſent of Kings, and the greateſt gift of 


the ALvtGury { 
A lady of ſome i ingemtüty in the miniature epbrtifient, 


XD. 2 Ah! 


— 
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So groſs the Aattery; faith ! it ſeems to ſhow 
That yerily thou doſt not know I 
The pow rs requir 'd for copying a piflure, | 
And thoſe for copying Dame Nalure: 
Alas! a much more arduous matter M 
So don” t expoſe thyſelf, but mind my Riidture. 


Thow'lt fay it was mere compliment; 
That nothing elſe was thy intent, 
Although it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool: 4 
I.grant the fact, and think that no, man 
Says or writes ſillier things to woman; ny 
But fill 'tis making each of 500. a 451. = | 


Yet, 3 think not that I xg 
as Through ſpite; | W 
Think not I read thy works with jealous pain; 

Lord! no! althou gh no favourite with me, 
Thou mayſt be ſomething of a bel crit: 
Loet me not dams the windmill of thy brain; 

11 is a pretty and ingenious mill, Fs 

Juſt fit to grind for folk round Strawb'rry Hill I 


bay A famous en bn he time of Cromwell. | 
ODE 
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ODE VI. 


Peres ſtill continueth to give great advice, and to exhibit deep 
reeflection.— He telleth a miraculous Kory. 


THERE is a knack in doing many a thing, 
Which labour cannot to perfection bring: 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 
Pray do not hints from other folks, deſpiſe: 


A fool on ſomething great, at times, may ſtumble, 
And conſequently be a good adviſer; 

On which for ever, your wiſe men may fumble, 
And never be a whit the wiſer. 


Yes! I adviſe you, for there's wiſdom in't, 
Never to riſe ſuperior to a hint : | 
The genius of each man, with keenneſs view z 
A ſpark, from this or that man, caught, 
May kindle, quick as thought, 
A glorious bonfire up, in Jon. 


4 Yor. I, M A que. | 
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A queſtion of you, let me beg— _ 


Of fam'd Columbus and his egg, 
Pray, have you heard ?—* Yes.” — Oh, then if you 


pleaſe, 
Tl give you the two Pilgrims = the Peas. 


THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS. 


A TRUE STORY. 


A BRACE of FR for no OY 
Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's marine, | 


Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 
And, in a curl d white wig, look d wondrous fine. 


Fiſt long EE had thoſe ſad rogues to e 
With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than gravel; 
In ſhort, their toes, ſo gentle to amuſe, | 
The prieſt had order'd peas into their ſhoes : | 8 


A noftrum famous in old Popiſh times : | 
For purifying ſouls that ſtunk with crimies 3. 8 
A ſort of apoſtolic ſalt, | | 
That Popiſh parſons for its powers at 
For keeping ſouls of ſinners ſweet, 
Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps meat. 


þ 5 | The 
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The knaves ſet off on the ſame day, _, 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray ; 
But very diff” rent was their ſpeed, I wot ; 
One of the ſinner's gallop'd on, 
Light as a bullet from a gun; 
The other limp'd as if he had been ſhot. 


Ons ſaw the Vixen ſoon—peccavi cryd 
Had his ſoul whitewaſh'd all ſo clever ; 

Then home again he nimbly hied; 

Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 


In coming back, however, let me ſay, 

He met his brother rogue about half way: 
Hobbling with outſtretch'd bum and bending knees: 
Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peas : 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 
Deep ſympathizing with his groaning feet. 


How now !” the light-toed, whitewaſh'd pilgrim 
« You lazy lubber !”— broke 
« Ods curſe it * cried the other, 'tis no joke— 
My feet, once hard as any rock, 
« Are now as ſoft as blubber. 


M 2 67 „„ Exruſ 
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„ Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I ſwear; 
As for Loretto, I ſhall not get there: 

& No ! to the Dev'l my finful foul muſt go: 
& For damme if I ha'n't loſt ev'ry toe. 


« But, brother finner, do explain 
« How tis that you are not in pain; | 
e What Pow'n hath work d a wonder for pour toes: 
e Whilſt I, juſt like a ſnail, am crawling, 
% Now ſwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 
© Whilſt not a raſcal comes to: caſe my woes? 


* How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 

&« Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn ye!” 
„ Why,” cry'd the other, grinning, you muſt know, 
“That juſt before I ventur'd on my Journey, 

„ To walk a little more at ceaſe, 


I took the liberty to boil u peas.” 


ODE 


ODE VII. 


PETER grinneth deliciouſly at the blind idolatry of the preſent age 
for the ancient maſters; and alſo at the Ulderality of artifts of 
the n day, towards e each open ; 


vo men," be emitivns- og each-critic ward 
That, blaſphemous, may much offence afford ; 

I mean, that wounds an ancient maſter's fame: 
At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, — . 
Your length'ning phiz let admiration ſeize, 

And throw r both your eyes at 5 5 name, 


Ev'n by a 3 mould you 8 to 1 
Adore their effigy inſide the glaſs: 

]Juſt as, with Papiſts, the religious care is, 
In chürches, lates; to benck their matrom bones 
To bes- war faints „ botis-diettk or ſtones, 


131 


Winter Weir dne e 
For Thur, like fillers earth, takes ont each ſtain; 


os 4 


| Nay more - on faults that nbllern tworks would tarniſh, 


An ſpreads a ſacred coat of varniſh.” 
M 3 Spare 
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Spare not on brother artiſts' backs, the laſh ; 

Put a good wire in' 't—let it flaſh ; 
Since ey'ry ſtroke with int'reſt is repaid : 

For, though ye cannot kill the mar outright, 


as wes PA 2A" 


Yet, by this effort of your rival ſpite, G3 
Fifty to one if ye don't ſpoil his _ 1 
His ruins may be feathers for your neſt — 8 


The maxim's not amiſs—-probatum ef. 


Þn, £7" x * ©'% : 5 15 . 4 
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The Poet inquireth into the ſtate of the Exu191 TrIon—Laſheth 
Father Tims for making great geniuſes, and deftroying them— 
Praiſeth REyNoLÞs—Fancieth a very curiqus dialogue between 
King ALEXANDER and the Deer, the ſubject of Mr. WEST“ 
picture Turneth to Mr, Ws r's Reſurrection. 


WELL, Muſe | what is there in the Exhibition 
How thrive the beauties of the graphic art? 
| | Whoſe TACINg genius ſeems 1 in beſt condition 

N Grokv's en to ſtart ? 
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Say what ſly rogues old Fame cajole ? 

Speak, who hath brib'd her trumpet, or who ſtole ? 
For much is prais'd that ought in fires to mourn; 
Nay, what would-ev'n diſgrace a fire to burn. 


What artiſts boaſt a work ſublime, 

That mocks the teeth of raging TIR? 
Old fool ! who, after he hath form'd with pains 

A genius rare, 2 
JI 0o make folks ſtare, 

Knocks: out his brains : e BT? 
Like children, dolls creating with high brags ; 
Then tearing all their handy-works to rags. 


Lo! Reynorps ſhines with undiminiſh'd ray 
Keeps, like the bird of Jove, his diſtant way: 
Yet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes; 
Whilſt Hisr'xr, anxious for his pencil, ſighs. 


We don't defire to ſee on canvas live, 

The copy of a jowl of lead; 

When for th' original we would not give 
A ſmall pin's head. 


M 4 a 
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This year, of picture, Mifter Wzsr 

Is quite a Patagonian maker: 

He knows that , is not a et: 

So gives us painting by the acre. 


But, ah ! this Ax rs r's bruſh can never brag 
Upon Kine AlRXANDRR and the STAG; 
For, as they play'd at loggerheads a rubber, 
We ſurely ought to ſee a handſome battle 
Between the Moxnaxca and the Prees of CAT TIE 
Whereas each keeps his diſtance, like a lubber, 


His MaJjzesTY, upon his breech laid low. 
Seems preaching to his horned foe; 
Obſerving what a very wicked thing, 

To hurt the ſacred perſon of a Kine ; | 


And ſeems, about his buſineſs, to intreat him 
To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat him, 
The STac appears to ſay, in plaintive note, 
* I own, KING ALEXANDER, my offence : 
True! I've not ſhow'd my loyalty; nor ſenſe; 
 * $0 bid your huntſmen come and cut my throat. 


The 
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| The cavalry, adorh'd with fair one bodies, 

Seem on the dialogue with wonder ftaring ; 
And on their flirty backs, a ſet of noddies, 

Not one brafs farthing for their MAsrER caring, 


Behold ! one feltow tifts his mighty fpear = 
To ſave the owner of the Scottiſh crown; 
Which, harmleſs hanging o'er the gaping deer, 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. 


Another, on a pegaſus, comes flying ! 

His phiz, his errand much belying ; 

For if he means to baſte the beaſt ſo cruel, 
God knows, "tis with a face of W 8 


80 then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts 1 no merit 
As flat as diſh- water, or dead ſmall-t 


Or, what the mark is tolerably near, 
As heads of aldermen, devoid of ſpirit. 
| Well, then ! turn round—view t'other fide the room, 
And ſee his Saviour mounting from the tomb: 
Is /his piece, too, with painting fins ſo cramm'd, 
Born to increaſe the number of the damy'd? = 


My 
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My ſentiments by no means I refuſe— _ 

Was our RR DREuER like that wretched thing? 

do not wonder that the cunning JRS 
Seorn'd to acknowledge him for KING! 


0 DE IX. 
karzu moraliſcth, and giveth good advice. ® 


ENVY and JzaLovsy, that pair of devils, 
Stuff d, like Pax DORA's box, with wondrous evils, 
J hate, abhor, abominate, deteſt: 

Like Cixcs, turning man into a beaſt. 


; Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow ; 
Their black'ning pow'r reſembles ſmut in corn, 
Which kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow, 


Yet, fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns ; 
| Their poiſon ſwells too many an artiſt's veins; 
Draws from each labouring heart the fearful ſigh, 
And caſts a ſullen gloom on ey'ry eye. 


BrvsHMENt 
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BrUSHMEN ! accept the counſel Pxr ER ſends, 

Who ſcorns th*acquaintance of this brace of fiends z 
Should any, with uncommon talents, tow'r ; 

To any, is ſuperior ſcience given ; 

Oh, let the weaker feel their happier pow'r, 

Like plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n ! 


Be pleas'd, like RxyvxOL Ds, to direct the blind; 
Who aids the feeble fault'rin g feet of youth; 
Unfolds the ample volume of his mind, 
With genius ſtor d, and Narurs's ſimple truth; 


Who, though ; a SUN, N not his brother; | 


Whoſe beams ſo full of jealouſy conſpire, 
Whene' er admitted to the room, to ſmother 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour re, 


. 


ODE. 
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ODE X. 


Psr3x ſpeaketh fgeratively—Accominodateth himſelf to vag 
| readers —Laſheth pretenders to fame - Concludeth merrily. 


A MODRST love of praiſe I do not blame; 
But I abhor a rape on Miftreſs Faun. 8 
Although the Lady is exceeding chaſte, | 
og forward bullies ſeize her round the waiſt ; 


Swear, nolens volens that ſhe mal be kif'd; 
And though ſhe yows ſhe does not like * em, 
Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to firike em, 
The dae raſcals ain perſift oy | 


Reader! of images, here's no e 
Thou therefore underſtand'ſt the Bard's alluſion: 
But poſſibly thou haſt a thickiſh head; 
And therefore no vaſt quantity of brain: 
Why then, my precious Pia or LEAD, - 
'Tis neceſſary to explain, 


Some artiſts, if I ſo may call em, 
So ignorant 29 foul fiend maul 'em ) 


Mere 
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Mere driv'lers in the charming art, 
Are vaſtly fond of being prais'd; 

With to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd ; 
And rais'd they ſhould be, reader—from a cart. 


If diſappointed in ſome STENTOR's tongue, 
Upon themſelves they pour forth proſe or ſong ; 


Or buy it in ſome venal paper, vr 
And then heroically vapour. 


What prigs to immortality aſpire, 

Who ſtick their traſh around the room ! 
Traſh meriting a very diff rent doom 

I mean the warmer regions of the fire! XS 


| Heav'n knows, that I am anger'd to the Gal, 
To find ſome blockheads of their works ſo vain ; 


So proud to ſee them hanging cheek by jowl 
With his, * whoſe TON the Art's high fame ſuſtain. 


To wondrous merit their pretenſion, 


On ſuch vicinity ſuſpenſion, 
Brings to my mind a not unpleaſant ſtory, 


Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye: 


*The Preſident, == 
A thabby i 
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A ſhabby fellow chanc'd, one day, to meet 

The Britiſh Roscrvs in the ſtreet, 110. 
GARRICK, on whom our nation juſtly brags ; 

The fellow bugg'd him with a kind embrace: 

« Good Sir, I do not recollect your face,” 
Quoth Garricx “ No!“ replied the man of rags.— 


« The boards of Drury you and J have trod 
« Full many a time together, I am ſure.” — 
« When?” with an oath, cry'd GaRrRIck—*ffor by 6 — 
cc ] never ſaw that face of yours before! 
„ What characters, I pray, : | 
0 you and I together play?” 


ce Lord!” quoth the fellow, © think not that I mock: 
« When yo play d HAMLRr, Sir, Iplay'd the Cock.“ * 


* In the Ghoſt Scene. * 
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ODE XI. 


Ps TER talketh ſenſibly and nowingly—Recommendeth it to Ax- 
11s rs to prefer pictures for their xERIT - Diſcovereth muſical 
knowledge, and ſhoweth, that he not only hath kept company 
with Fid-lers, but Fiddle- maler. He ſatirizeth the P/euds-Cog- 
noſeenti—Traiſeth his ingenious W Sir JOSHUA, 


By not impos d on by a name; 

But bid your eye the picture's merit trace: 
Pouss1x at times in outline may be lame, 
And Gvapo's —_— deſtitute of grace. 


Yet lo! a picture of ſome famous ſchool: 
A warranted old daub of reputation, 
Where charming PaixTixG's almoſt ev'ry rule 
_ Hath ſuffer'd almoſt ev'ry violation, 
Oft hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes, 
Where NaTuRE, baniſh'd from the picture, fighs: 


So ſome old . „as a badger gray, 

Her ſnags by Tux, ſure DENrIsr, ſnatch'd away, 
With long, lank, flannel cheeks; 

Where Acs, in ev'ry wrinkled feature, 

Unto the poor, weak, ſhaking creature, 


Of death, unwelcome tidings ſpeaks; 
_ | Draws 
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Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 
Becauſe her huſband chanc'd to be a Duxx. 


How many paſteboard rocks, and iron ſeas; 
How many torrents wild, of ſtill ſtone water; 


How many brooms, and broomſticks meant for trees, 
_ Becauſe the fancy d labours of Sauyator,* 

Whole pencil, too, moſt groſsly may have blunder'd; 

Have brought the bleſt poſſeſſor many a hundred? 


Thus prove a crowd, a SrAIX RR, or AMATIL;Y 
No matter for the fiddle's ſound; 
The fortunate voss kssox ſhall not bate ye 
| A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound: 
And though what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep, 
Shall 1 in a hundred Poe be deem'd dog cheap. 


be owes axgolfivety to hear 
_ Wile prating pedants the old maſters praiſe; 
Damning by wholeſale, with ſarcaſtic ſneer, 
The wretched works of modern days; 
Making at living wights ſuch fatal puſhes, PR 
As though not good enough to wipe their bruſhes. 
* Selvator Roſa: 4 Corti Fiddlewinkel 


1 A maker of fiddles, called Cremona. 8 
a Ty W And 
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And yet on each wiſe copnoſcents als, 
Who ſhall for hours on paint and alpine din ye, 
A perſon, with facility, may paſs 
Ri6avup for RAPHAEL—Bacox for nme ; 
Or, Jittle as an oven to Vesuvivs, 
Witt TyIER for PALLADIO or Vitrvuvivs! 


One would imagine, by the madd'ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, 
And vilify the works of modern brains, 
They think poor Mother NaTvae' s art is fled, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, 
Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains; 
Nay, turn'd a driv'ler, that her pow'r ſo ſunk is, 


Tame foul | ſhe nothing now can make but monkeys. 


7 


5 7 at your — rite REyxoLDs,” is their frainz 
% Allow'd by all, the 5 in Evrors's eye; 
One atom of repute can REYNOLDS gain, 
„When TiriAx, Rozexs, and VAND YKB) arenigh? 


Say, what can ReyxoLDs near CoxRrecto's line i 


Blinckards, permit me to inform ye—/ſhine / 
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ODE XII. 
Phra increaſeth in wiſdom, and adviſeth wiſely—Seemeth angry 
at the illiberality of Nature i in the affair of his good acquaintance 
the Loxp HIGH CHancELLor of Ex CLAN D, and Mr. PEP DER 


Arvex—PEerER treateth his readers with r of paſt 


times. 


Copy not NATURE's Es 100 th. ly, 

Whene'er ſhe treats th' original too groſsly; 

For when ſhe gives deformity for grace, 

Pray have a little mercy on the face. 

Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter 

| Some dreadful works of ſeeming drunken Nature. 


As for . Let us now 8 | 
TxvRLow's black ſcowl, and PRPPER ARDEN's noſe: 
But when your pencil's powers are bid to trace | 
The ſmiles of DzvonsniRe—Duxcanxox's grace; 
To bid the bluſh of beauteous CAM REEL“ rite, 
And wake the radiance of Avevsra's + eyes, 
(Gad! Muſe, thou art beginning to grow loyal) 
And paint the graces of the PxIxCESS ROYAL; 


Ks Lady Charlotte: | 8 : | 
15 Second daughter ol the King. 


Try | 


Try all your art and when your toils are done, 
Lou ſhow a flimſy meteor for a Sun. 


Or ſhould your {kill attempt her face and air, 


Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my roving eye, | 


The Lovzs, who robb'd a world to make her fair, 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 


Sweet Nymen | —but, reader, take the ſong 
Which CyxNTaia's charms alone, inſpir'd; 


That left of yore. the poet's tongue, 
When Lon his e d 1 fir d. 


s O N G. 
FROM ber, alas! whoſe ſmile was love, 
I wander to ſome lonely cell : | 
My ſighs too weak the maid to move, 
I bid the flatterer Hoe By farewell. 
Be all her Siren arts forgot, © 
That fill'd my boſom with As 


Ah! let her crime, a little ſpot, 
Be loſt amidſt a world of charms. 
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As on I wander flow, my fighs 
At ev'ry ſtep for CXNTHIA mourn: 
My anxious heart within me dies, 


And ſinking, whiſpers, « Oh! return.“ 


Deluded heart! thy folly know, 

Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame: 

By abſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe; 
And only flutter at her name 


Readers ! 1 own the ſong of love is fret ; 
Moſt pleaſing to the ſoul of gentle PeTER : 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat, 


Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the ſame ſweet metre. 


SONG ro DE LI A. 


SAY, lonely MA1D, with down-caft eye, 
O Dia! ſay, with cheeks ſo pale, 

What gives thy heart the lengthen' d ſigh, 
That tells the world a mournful tale? 


Thy 
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Thy tears that thus each other chace, | 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe ; 

Thy ſighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 

Which fouls like thine ſhould never know. 

O tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 

With virtue tir'd, thy beauty ſlight; 

And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, | 
That lip, and boſom of deli ght? 


perhaps to nymphs of other ſhades, 
He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tear; 

With fighs their eaſy faith invades, | 
That treach'rous won thy witleſs ear. 


Let not 7hoſe Mals thy envy move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine; 
That nz ART will ne'er be bleſt by love, 
Whoſe guilt could force a pang from 7hine. . 


Ll 
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OD E XIII. 
Pious Pz TER acknowledgeth great obligations to the Reverend Mir. 


ter in LurkhER vet lamenteth the effects of this Par. 
sox's reformation on Painting, 


We PROTESTANTS hs much to Martin Lo- 
_ THR; Na e 
Who found to Heay'n a ſhorter way and ſmoother ; 
And ſhall not ſoon repay the obligation: 
Manrix againſt the Papiſts got the laugh; 
Wxo, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 
To whiteneſs—bled and bang d unto ſalvation : 


As if ſach drubbings could expel their fins; 
As if that Pow'r, whoſe works with awe we view, 
Grac'd all our backs with ſets of comely ſkins, 
Then order'd us to beat them black and blue. 


b wel then ! ] we muſt confeſs for a, 79 
That much we owe to brother MARTIN, 
Who alter'd, for the better, our religion: 


=. Yet, by it, glorious PainTiNG much did loſe ; 


Was pluck'd, poor Goppess! like a gooſe; 
Or, for the rhyme- ſake, like a pigeon. 


Mad 
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Mad at the WRORE O BABWLON, and Burr, 
Down from the churches men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a loſty ſtation; 
Pictures of Sali Ns, of pious reputation, 
For curing, by a miracle, the ills 
That now ſo ſtubborn yield not to devotions, 
But unto bliſters, boluſes, and potions, | 

That make ſuch handſome pothecaries bills, 
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Down tumbled Ax rHO NV who preach'd to Sprats ; 
And HE * who held diſcourſes with a Hos, 

| That, grunting, after him ſo us'd to jog, 

Came down by favour of long ſticks and bats. 
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TheSarnTswho grinn'd on ſpits, like ven'ſon roaſting ; 
Broiling on gridir'ns; baking in an oven; 

Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, toaſting ; ; 85 

Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof ſo cloven; - 

Al humbled to the ground were forc'd to fall, | 


_ 


s 


\ 
Spits, forks, and gridir'ns, ovens, dev'l and all, l 


Ey'n Saints of poor Old England's breeding, 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding, 
* Commonly known by the name of PI ANTHONY. 


N 4 Our 
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Our hot RErox urs did as roughly handle: 

In troth, poor harmleis ſouls! they met no quarter, 

But down were tumbled, MiRAcLE and Makrrs; j 
Put up in lots, and ſold by inch of candle. 


Had we been Papiſts— Lord! we ſtill had ſeen 
Devils and Devils mates, young pimping liars 
Tempting the bluſhing Nuxs of frail fifteen, 

With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton Friars: 
Which Noxs, fo pure, no love-ſpeech could cajole; 
| Who Harv'd the body, to A the ſoul. 


Then had we ſeen St. Dave with his head 
| Freſh in his hand, and, with affection, kiſſing ; j 
As if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, : 


y knife or broad-ſword, never had been miſting; 
Then had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, 
| SAIN NTS on the waves, like galls and Wigeons, floating, 


I've ſeen a SainT on board a ſhip, 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray, 
Well flogg'd from ſtem to ſtern, by birch and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow! twenty times a day: 


\ 
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Pull'd by the noſe, and kick'd—call'd lubber, owl, 
| To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 

And oft theſe things have brought a proſp'rous gale, 
When pray'rs and curſes have been found to fail. 
This, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 
Saints, ſeamen, noſe-pulling, kicks, whips, and birches, 


ODE XIV. 


PETER attacketh the R. A.'s. 


VE Rovar. S1Rs, before I bid adieu, 

Let me inform you, ſome deſerve my praiſe : 
But truſt me, gentle *Squires, ye are but few 
Wboſe names would not difgrace my lays; 
You'll ſay, with grinning, ſharp, ſarcaſtic face, 
& We muſt be bad indeed, if that's the caſe.” 

Why, if the truth I muſt declare, | 

So, gentle ſquires, you really are 


Tm greatly pleas d, I muſt allow, 
To ſee the foreigners beat. hollow ; 
Who ſtole into that dome the Lord knows how ; 


hope to God no more will follow :) 


1 8 Who, 
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Who, curs'd with a poor ſniv'ling ſpirit, 
Were never known to vote for merit — 
Poor narrow-minded imps, 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps. 
J own, (fo little they have merited) 
That from yon noble dome, 

Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 


1 long to ſee he vermin ferreted, 


Yet where's the "OY however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 

Or, if a prettier fimile may pleaſe, 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 
Or if a prettier ſtill hat London rugs 
Have not at times been viſited by bugs ? 


_ 


1 


ODE XV. 


PerzR taketh leave—Diſplayeth wonderful learning — Seemeth 
ſorry to part with his Readers—Adminiſtereth crumbs of com- 


oth . 


My deareſt readers! 'tis with grief I tell, 
That anda for ever, I muſt bid farewell ! 


Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
- | x 
And if you like the Lyric PæTER's oddity, 
Plaudite. 
Rich as a : Jew am I in Latian lore— 
80, claſſic readers, take a ſentence more: 
Pulchrum eft monſtrari digito, et dicier hic eft ! 
Says JuvENAL, who lov'd a bit of fame: 
In Engliſh—Ah! tis ſweet among the thickeſt 
| To be found out, and pointed at by name. 


To hear the ſhrinking Gxzar exclaim, © That's Pere, 
* Who makes much immortality by metre ; 

* Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
And cares no more for Kixes than Kincs for him !” 
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Yet one word more before we part : 

Should any take it grievouſly to heart ; 

Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 

Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin; 

Put on a poor deſponding face, and pine, 

Becauſe that Pxrxx the Divine 

Reſolves to give up Painting Odes : 

By all the rhyming Goddeſſes and Gods, 

I here, upon a poet's word, proteſt, | 

That if it is the world's requeſt 

That I again in Lyrics ſhould appear 7 
Lo! rather than be guilty of the ſin 

Of lofing Grone the TairD one SUBJECT'S Min, 
My Lyzic Baceirs ſhall be tun'd next year. 
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THE 


EO US TINY 


AN 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


Prima Syracoſio dignata eft ludere verſu 
Noftra, nec erubuit ſylvas habitare Thalia; 
Cum canerem reges et prælia, Cynthius aurem 


Vellit et admonuit Viro!t, 


1, who ſo lately in my Lyric lays 

Sung to the praiſe and glory of R. A. s; 
And ſweetly tun'd to Love the melting line, 

With Ovip's art, and SarPro's warmth divine; 
Said, (nobly daring !) „Mus E, exalt thy wings, 

« Lovz and the Sons or Canvas quit for Kixas.” 
Aol ro, laughing at my powers of ſong, 

Cry'd, « PETER PIN DAR, prithee hold thy tongue“ 
But I, like Poets, ſelf-ſufficient grown, 

Reply'd, „ ArOL Lo, prithee hold thy can.” 
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TO THE READER. 


GENTLE READER, 


Ir is neceſſary to inform thee, that His Majeſty actually 
diſcovered, ſome time ago, as he ſat at table, a Lousk on his 
plate. The emotion occaſioned by the unexpected appear- 
| ance of fuch a you can be better imagined than deſcribed. 


An n edi was, in conſequence; paſſed for e the Cooks, 
Scullions, &c. and the unfortunate Lovse condemned to die. 


Such is the foundation of the LovsiaD.—With wiiat de- 


gree of merit the Poem is executed, the uneritical as well as 
critical Reader will decide. 


The ingenious AUTHOR, who ought to be allowed ts 
know ſomewhat of the matter, hath been heard privately to 
declare, that, in His opinion, the Batrachomyomachia of 
Homer, the Secchia Rapita of Taſſoni, the Lutrin of Boileau, 
the Diſpenſary of Garth, and the Rape of the Lock of Pope, 
are not to be compared to it; and to exclaim at the ſame time, 


with all the modeſt aſſurance of an author— | 


Cedite, ſcriptores Romani ; cedite, Graii— 
Nil ortum in terris, Loufiadd, melius. 


Which, for the fake of the mere Eogli Reader, is thus 


beautifully tranſlated : 


Roman and Giecian Authors, great and ſmall, 
The. Author of the Lous1av beats you all. 
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THE ARGUMENT: 


THE Protmium—Deſcription of the 3 8 Fall—Hiftory X 
his Wife and Family—A wonderfully ſublime Simile of a Cow— 
Diſcovery of the Lovsz by his Majeſty—The King's Horror and 

Aſtoniſhment on ſeeing him equal to that he felt at Mr. Fox's 
Attempt on Prerogative—at Mr. Buzxz's dreadful Defalcation 
of the Royal Table—equal to that his Majeſty felt in a Tumble 

from his Horſe—equal to the Horrors of diſappointed Veniſon 

Eaters—of a Serjeant at Law—of a Country Girl—of a Petit- 
Maitre ſaluted by a Chimney-ſweeper—of the Devil when pinch. 
ed by St. DuxsrAx's red-hot. tongs—of Lady WorsLEvY—df 

Sam Housk the Patriot—of BiLLy Ramvs—of KyxAs ron, 
the Squire of Leatherhead—of the perjured Cu RIS TO HER Ar- 
KINSON—of the Prince of As r uRIAS—of the King of Sraiy— 
of Dr. ok xsox and Dr. WIL so Deſcription of his Majeſty's 

Heart moſt naturally and wittily compared to a Dumpling—His 
Majeſty's Speech to the Queen Her Majeſty's moſt gracious and 
ſhort Anſwer The ſhort Speech of the beautiful Princeſſes— His 
Majeſty's rough Rejoinder—The Fear that came on the Queen 

and her Children — beautiful Apoſtrophe to the Princefſes—The 
King's Speech to the Pages — The King unable to eat— The 
Queen able The King's Orders about the Lovsz—Deſcription 
of Dixon the Cook Major—his Speech -A Speech of the Cooks 
—Fine Simile of Bubble and Squeak; thought more ſublime 
than that of Homz r's Black Pudding—Speech of a Scullion—of 
a Scullion's Mate—of a Turnbroche—Noble Compariſon of a 
Tartar Monarch after he hath dined—A long and wiſe Speech of 
a Yeoman -of the Kitchen— The Cook's Approbation of the 
Yeoman's Speech—Grand Simile of a Barn and its Lodgers ſet 

on fire by Lightning — The concluding Speech of the Cook 
Major. Fm | 


THE 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


Tre Louis I fing, who, from ſome head unknown, 
Yet born and educated near a throne, 

Dropp'd down—(fo will'd the dread decree of Fate !) 
With legs wide ſprawling on the Monarch's plate : 
Far from the raptures of a wife's embrace ; 
Far from the gambols of a tender race, 

Whoſe little feet he taught with care to tread 
Amidſt the wide dominions of the head; 

Led them to daily food with fond delight, 

And taught the tiny wand'rers where to bite ; 

To hide, to tun, advance, or turn their tails, 

When hoſtile combs attack d, or vengeful nails: 

Far from thoſe pleaſing ſcenes ordain'd to roam, 
Like wiſe Ulyſſes, from his native home; 
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Yet, like that ſage, though forc'd to roam and mourn, 
Like him, alas! not fated to return ; 
Who, full of rags and glory, ſaw his boy“ 
And wife + again, and dog: that dy'd for joy. 
Down dropp'd the luckleſs Lovss, with fear appalld, 
And wept his-wife and children as he ſprawl'd. 
Thus, ona promontory's miſty brow, 
The Poz's eye, with ſorrow, ſaw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and ſheep, 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy ſteep ; 
No more to reign a queen amongſt the cattle, 
And urge her rival beaus, the bulls, to battle ; 
She tell, $ rememb'ring ev'ry roaring lover, 
With all her wild couranis in fields of clover. 
Now on his legs, amidſt a thouſand woes, 
The Lousz, with judge · like gravity, aroſe; 
He wanted not a motive to entreat him, 
Beſide the horror that the King might eat him: 
The dread of gaſping on the fatal fork, _ 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork, 
Or drowning midſt the ſauce in diſmal dumps, 
Was full enou gh to. make him ftir e 


* Pelennttins. + Penelope. 

2 Argus, for whoſe hiſtory, ſee the Odyſſcʒ. u, 

5 A moriens dulces reminiſcitur Argos. VIS. 
| 3 Nein 
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Vain hope of ſtealing unperceiv'd away ! 
He might as well have tarried where be lay. | 
Seen was the Lousk, as with the Royal brood 
Our hungry King amus'd himſelf with food; 
Which proves (though ſcarce behey' d by one in ten) 
That Kings have appetites like common mien ; 
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 
Kings feed on ſolids leſs refin'd than air. 
Paint, heav'nly Muſe, the look, the very look, 
That of the Sov'reign's face poſſeſſion took, 

When firſt he ſaw the Lousk, in ſolemn ſtate, 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acroſs the plate 
Yet, could a Lovss a Britiſh King ſurpriſe, 
And like a pair of ſaucers ſtretch his eyes? 
The little tenant of a mortal head, 
Shake the great Rur RR of three realms with dread ? 
Good Lord ! (as ſomebody ſublimely ſings) 
What great effects ariſe from little things 
As many a loving ſwain and nymph can tell, 
Who, following Nature s law, have loy'd too well . 


Not with more horror did his eyes behold 
; Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 
When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 


And dear PREROGATIVE was juſt in chains: 
| O 2 Not 
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Not with more horror did his eye-balls work 
Convulſive on the patriotic Burke, 

When guilty of economy, the crime! 

Edmund wide wander'd from the true ſublime, 
And, cat-like, watchful of the fleſh and fiſh, 
Cribb'd from the Royal table many a diſh ; 

Saw ev'ry ſlice of bread and butter cut, 

Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 

And .gaug'd'(compos'd upon no ſneaking ſcale) 
The Monarch's belly like a caſk of ale ; 
Convine'd that, in his ſcheme of ſtate· ſalvation, 
To ſtarve * the Palace, was to ſave the Nation: 
Not more aghaft he look'd, when, midſt the courſe, 
He tumbled, in a ſtag- chaſe, from his horſe, | 
Where all the Nobles deem'd their Monarch dead ; 
But luckily he pitch'd upon his head. 


Not Ventson Earens at the vaniſh'd fat, 
With ſtomachs wider than a Quaker's hat : 


His Majeſty was really reduced ſorhe time fince to a moſt mor- 
tifying dilemma. The apples at dinner time having been, by a 
too great liberality to the Royal children, expended ; the: King or- 
dered a ſupply, but was informed that the BoARD or GREEN 
Crorn would poſitively allow no more. Enraged at the unex- 
pected and unroyal diſappointment, he furiouſly put his hand into 
his pocket, took out ſixpence, ſent a Fan for 8 of 
pippins, and received the ke change. 2 
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Not with more horror Miſter Serjeant PLiaxT 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 

Not with more horror ſtares the rural Maid, 
By hopes, by fortune-tellers, dreams, betray d, 
Who ſees her ticket a dire blank ariſe, 

Too fondly thought the twenty thouſand prize, 
With which the ſimple damſel meant, no doubt, 
To bleſs. her faithful fav'rite, Colin Clout, 
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Not with more horror ſtares each lengthen d feature, 
Of ſome tine, fluttering, mincing petit-maztre, 
When of a wanton chimney-ſweeping wag 
The beau' 's white veſtment feels the footy bag: 
Not with more horror did the Devil look, 
When Dunſtan by the noſe the demon took, 
(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) 8 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 


Not Lady Worſley, chaſte as many a nun, 
Look'd' with more horror at Sir Richard's fu n, i 


When, rais d on high to view her naked charms, 
He held the peeping Captain i in his arms: | 
Like David, that moſt. am'rous little dragon, | 
Oging ſweet Bethſheba without a rag on: 
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Not more the great Sam Houſe * with horror ſtar d, 
By mob affronted to the very beard ; 
Whoſe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his fox's tail, 
And ſtuff'd it, midſt his thunders of applauſe, 
Full in the center of Sam's gaping jaws, 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat, 


Of Fox and Freedom !“ ſtopp'd the glorious note. 


Not with more horror Billy Ramus ſtar'd, 
When Puff, 4 the Prince's hair- dreſſer s appear'd 


* In Weſtminſter Hall, where the ſenſe (the author was juſt 
about to _ fe) of the people was to be taken on an election. 


+ Billy Ramus —emphatically and conſtavtly, called by His Ma- 
jeſty Billy Ramus; one of the pages who ſhaves the Sovereign, air 
his ſhirts, _ to him, writes for him, and collects anecdotes. 


r Puff, bis Royal Highneſs! s hair-dreſſer, who 1 him at 


Windſor, the Prince, with his uſual good- nature, ordered him to 
dine with the Paczs. The pride of the Pages immediately took 
fire, and a petition was diſpatched to the King and Prince, to be 
relieved from the diſtreſsful circumſtance of dining with a hair- 
dreſſer. The petition was treated with the proper contempt, and 
the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their meſs, or quit 
the table. With unſpeakable mortification Mr. Ramus and his bre- 
thren ſubmitted; but, like the poor Gentoos who loſe their Caf 
haye not held up their heads ſince, 


Amidſt 


” Aa 83 
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Amidſt their eating room, with dread deſign, 
To fit with PaGts, and with Packs dine |! 


N ot with more horror Gloſter's Ducheſs ſtar'd, 
When (bleſt in metaphor!) the King declar'd, 
That not of all her mongrel breed, one whelp 
Should in the Royal kennel ever yelp : _ 


1 


Not more that man ſo ſweet, ſo unprepar'd, 

The gentle 'Squire of Leatherhead,* was ſcar d, 
When, after prayers ſo good, and rare a fermon, 

He found his front attack'd by fierce Mis Vernon 5 
Who meant (Thaleſtris-like, diſdaining fear !) 

To pour her foot in thunder on his rear: 

Who, in Go s houſe, without one grain of grace, 
Spit, like a vixen, in his Worſhip's face; 

Then ſhook her nails, as ſharp as taylor ſhears, - 
That itch'd to ſcrape acquaintance with his ears. 


Kynaſton is the name of the gentleman aſſailed by the furious 
Maid of Honour, for diſapprobation of the lady as an acquaintance 


for his wife. 


| + Verily in the Hovss of the Loxn, on the Lord's Day, in the 


year of our Lord 1785, in the village of Leatherhead, in the county 
of Surry, did this profane falival aſſault take place on the phiz of 
Squire Kynaſton, to the diſgrace of his family, the wonder of the 
parſon, the horror of the clerk, and the ſtupefaQtion of the con- 
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Not Atkinſon® with ſtronger terror ſtarted 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 
When Jusricz, a ſly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ſerious compliments to Kit; 

Aſk'd him a few ſhort queſtions about corn, 

And whiſper'd, ſhe believ'd he was forſworn ; 
Then hinted, that he probably would find, 

That though ſhe ſometimes wink'd, ſhe was not blind, 


Not more As runlAs Princeſs look'd affright, 
At breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe, the unpolite, 
Hur! d, madly heedleſs both of time and place, 
A cup of boiling coffee in her face ; 3 
Becauſe the fair one eat a butter'd roll, 

On which the ſelfiſh Prince had fix'd his foul : 
Not more aſtoniſh'd look d that Prince to find 
His royal father to his face unkind; 

Who, to the cauſe of injur'd beauty won, 
Seiz d on the proud RO of his ſon, ; 


* Mr. Chriſtopher Atkinſon” 3 airing on the pill is ſufficiently 
known to the public, Wk | 


+ This quarrel between the Prince of Aſturias and his Princeſs, 
with the interference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as deſcribed here, 
js not a poetic fiction, but an abſolute fact, that 9 not many 
Months ago, 

(Juſt 
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(Juſt like a tiger of the Lybian ſhade, 

Whoſe furious claws the helpleſs deer invade) 
And led him, till that ſon its durance freed, 
By aſking pardon for the brutal deed; 

Led him thrice round the room (the fiory goes) 
Who follow'd with great gravity his noſe, 
Reſoly'd at firſt (for Spaniards are ſtiff ſfiuff) 
To aſk no pardon, though the ſnout came off: 


201 


Not more aſtoniſh'd Iook'd that Spaniſh King,“ 


Whene'er he miſs'd a ſnipe upon the wing: 
Not more aſtoniſh'd look'd that King of Spain, 
To ſee his gun-boats blazing on the main: 
Not Doctor Johnſon more, to hear the tale 
Of vile Piozzi's marrying Miſtreſs Thrale; 
Nor Doctor Wilſon, child of am'rous folly, 


| When young Mac Clyſter bore off Kate Macaulay + 


+ His Moſt Catholic Majeſty's ho6tde high are univerſally 


acknowledged. Though far advanced in years, he is fill 


the ad- 


miration of his ſubjects, and the envy of his brother Kings, as a 
SHoT ; and it is well known, that even on thoſe days when the 
Royal Robes are obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets are ſtuffed 
with gun flints, ſcrews, hammers, and other implements neceſſary to 


the deſtruction of 1 15 | one and wild piss. 


What 
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What dire emotions ſhook the Monarch's ſoul! 
Juſt like two billiard balls his eyes 'gan roll ; 
Whilſt anger all his Royal heart poſſeſs d, 

That, ſwelling, wildly bump'd againft his breaſt; 

Bound at his ribs with all its might ſo ſtout, 

As reſolutely bent on jumping out, 

T'avenge, with all its pow'rs, the dire diſgrace. 

And nobly ſpit in the offender's face. | 
Thus a large dumpling to its cell confin'd, 

(A very apt allufion, to my mind) 

Lies ſnng, until the water waxeth hot, 

Then buſtles midſt the tempeſt of the pot: 

In vain !—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 

That bouncing, tumbling, ſweating, rolls below. 


1 What's that! what's that!” th' aſtoniſh'd Monarch 
cries, | 

(Lifting to pitying Heav'n his XP eyes) 

What monſter's that, that's got into the houſe? 
< Look, look, look, Charly! is not that a Jouſe?” 

The Queen look'd down, and aid, ** Mine Gote |! 
Folt--5g — 

And with a ſmile the grey-back'd STRANGER ſave. 

Each Princeſs ſtrain'd her lovely neck to ſee, 

And, with another mile, — God me! 
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66 Nine Gote! Good me! is that all you can ſay?” 
ON gracious Monarch cry 'd, with huge diſmay.) 

« What! what! a filly vacant ſmile take place 
6 Upon your Majeſty's and children's face, 
« Whilſt that vile Lovsz (ſoon, ſoon to be unjointed!) 
0 Affronts the preſence of the Lord's Ax OIN TED!“ 


n 
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Daſh'd, as if tax d with Hell's moſt deadly ſins, 
The Queen and Princeſſes drew in their chins, 
Look'd prim, and gave each exclamation o'er, . 
And, very prudent, © word ſpake never more. 

Sweet Maids ! the beauteous boaſt of BRITA Lx 8 Ilie, 

Speak - were thoſe peerleſs lips forbid to ſmile? 
Lips! that the ſoul of ſimple NATURE moves 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Loves! 
Lips of delight! unſtain'd by SarIRE's gall 
Lips! that I never kiſs'd—and never ſhall. 


Now, to each trembling Page „a poor mute mouſe, 
The pious Moxarcn cried, © Is this Jour Louſe ?” 
Ah! Sire,” (reply d each Page with pig-like whine) 
* An't pleaſe your Majeſty, it is not mine.“ 
* Not thine 7” (the haſty Monarch cried agen) 
* What? what? what ? what ? what? who the devil's 
then?“ 


Now 
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Now at this ſad event the Sovert1cn, ſore, 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more: 
His wiſer Queen, her gracious ſtomach Saag 
Stuck moſt devoutly to the beef and — g 
For Germans are a very hearty ſort, 
Whether begot in Hog-ſtyes or a Court; 
Who bear (which ſhews their hearts are not of ſtone) 
The ills of others better than their own. 


Grim TR RROR ſeiz'd the ſouls of all the Pages, 
Of different ſizes, and of different ages; ; 
Fri ghten'd about their penfi ons or their bones, 
They on each other gap'd like Jacob's ſons! 


Now to a Pac E, but which we can't determine, 
The growling Monarch gave the plate and vermin: 
«© Watch well that blackguard animal,” he cries, 
«© That ſoon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies ! 
& Watch, like a cat, that vile marauding Lousz, 
« Or George ſhall play the devil in the houſe. 

«© Some Spirit Whiſpers, that to Cooks I owe. 

« The precious viſitor that crawls below; £ 

« Yes, yes! the whiſp'ring Spirit tells me true, 

And ſoon ſhall vengeance all their locks purſue. 
02 3.2 BF u Cooks, 
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„ Cooks, ſcourers, ſcullions too, with tails of pig, 
« Shall loſe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig.” 
Thus roar'd the King—not Hercules ſo big; 
And all the Palace echo'd “ Wear a wig!” 

Fra, like an ague, ſtruck the pale-nos'd Cooks, 
And daſh'd the beef and mutton from their looks; 
Whilſt from each cheek the roſe withdrew its red, 
And Prry blubber'd o'er each menac'd head. 


But lo] the great Coox-major®* comes ! his eyes 
Fierce as the redd'ning flame that roaſts and fries; 
His cheeks like bladders, with high paſſion glowing, 
Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter's when blowing. 

A neat white apron his huge corpſe embrac'd, | 
Ty'd by two comely ſtrings about his waiſt: 

An apron that he purchas'd with his riches, 

To guard from hoſtile greaſe his velvet breeches— 
An apron that, in Monmouth Street high hung, 
Oft to the winds with feet deportment ſwung. 


Le ſons of dripping, on your Major look!” ; 
n founds of deep-ton'd thunder, cry'd the Cook) + 


* 


* Dixon. 
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“ By this' white apron, that no more can hope 
“To join the piece in Miſter Inkle's ſhop; 
4 That oft hath held the beſt of Palace meat, 
And from this forehead wip'd the briny ſweat ; 
6e I ſwear this head diſdains to loſe its locks ; 
And thoſe that do not, tell them they are Blocks. 
cc Whoſe head, my Cooks, ſuch vile diſgrace endures ! 
« Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours? 
“ Ten thouſand crawlers in that head be hatch'd, 
cc For ever itching, but be never ſcratch'd! 
4 Then may the charming perquiſite of greaſe 
« The Mammon of your pocket ne'er increaſe; — 


- < Greaſe! that fo frequently hath brought you coin, 


4 From veal, pork, mutton, and the great SIR Loix. 
« O brothers of the ſpit, be firm as rocks: 

« Lo! to no King on earth I yield theſe locks. 

4 Few are my hairs behind, by age endear'd !— 

« But, few or many, they ſhall not be ſhear'd. 


ec Sooner ſhall Madam Schwellenberg,* the jade, 
« Yield up her fav'rite perquiſites of trade; 
Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old gowns, 

* Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without frowns: 


* Miſtreſs of the Robes to her Majeſty, 
| c She! 
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« She! who for ever ſtudies miſchief—She ! 
« Who ſoon will be as bufy as a bee, 
« To get the liberty of locks enſlav'd, 
« Andev'ry harmleſs cook and ſcullion ſhav'd— 
She, if by chance a Britiſh Servant Maid, 
« By ſome infinuating tongue betray'd, 
« Induc'd the fair forbidden fruit to taſte, 
« Grows, luekleſs, ſomewhat bigger in the waiſt ; 
« Rants, ſtorms, ſwears, turns the penitent to door, 
« Grac'd with the pretty names of B—ch and ny 
« To range a proſtitute upon the Town, 
« Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown :;— 
4 But, if a GERMAN Spider-bruſher fails, 
« Whoſe noſe grows ſharper, and whoſe ſhape tells tales; 
* Huſh'd ” th' affair—the Queen and She, . 
0 dame, 8 

* Both club their wits to hide the growing ſhame; ; 
«To wed her, get ſome o0l—1 mean ſome 7ei/e man; 
* Then dub the prudent Cuckold an Exciſeman— 


% She! who bath got more inſolence and pride, 
« God mend her heart!- than half the world beſide: 


« She! who, of guttling fond, ſtuffs down more meat, 
« Heay' n help her ſtomach ! than ten men can eat 
Jen men! aye, more than ten—the hungry hag! 


0 CE, Zonnde! the woman" 5 ſtomach's r a bag: 
4 She! 
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« She! who will ſwell the uproar of the houſe, 

« And tell the King damn'd lies about the louſe; 

When probably that louſe (a vile old trull !) 
* Was born and IF in her own | - 


* N 


« Sooner ther room ſhall buxom Naxxx- quit, 
«© Where oft the charms her maſter with her wit; 
« Tells tales of ey'ry body, ey xy thing, | 
From honeft courtiers to the thieves who ſwing— 
cc Waits on her Soy'reign while he reads diſpatches, 
0 And wiſely ind up ſtate affairs or watches : ; 


ce 8 the Paixcs (may Feay's n his income 
mend) 

cc Shall quit his bottle, miſireſs, or his ſtiend; 

ec « Laugh at the drop on M1sxsr's languid eye, 

« And hear her ſinking voice without a figh ; 

Break for the wealth of realms his ſacred word, 

e And let the world write coward i on his ſword : 

« Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part, 

% And fluffing leave a calf” s or bullock's heart : 

cc * Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muſtard, 

6 And f from the codlin tart be torn the cuſtard : 


* Buxom' Wb ſemale fervant of the nere who con- 
R he reads diſpatenes. 
91 FSoonet 
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i« Sooner theſe hands the glorious haunch ſhall ſpoil, 
_ & And all out melted butter turn to oil: 
“ Sooner our pious Kine, with pious face, 
“ Sit down to dinner without faying grace; 
| « Andev'ry night ſalvation pray'rsput forth, 
« For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 
« Sooner ſhall faſhion. order frogs and ſnails, | 
« And diſh-dlouts ſtick eternal to our tails! 
« Let Goren view MixrsrRRs with ſurly LOOKS, 
% Abuſe em, kick 'em—but revere his Cooks!“ 
© What) loſe our locks!” reply d the roaſting erew, 
& To Barbers yield em — Damme if we do 
« Be fllav d like foreign dogs one daily meets, 
4 Naked and blue, and ſhiv'ring in the ſtreets! 
« And from tlie Palace be aſham'd to lunge, 
For fear the world ſhould think we had the mange, 
\ ip By. taunting boys made weary of our lives, 
« * wheres, and ridiculing wives OY 


\ 


FT. 


91 Rouſe, Orrosrriox! 7 1 d a tipſey Cook, 
With hands a- kimbo, and bubonic look — 
« "Tis ShE alone our noble curls can keep 
e Without HER, Mixrsrzas would fall aſleep: 
* 'Tis sun who makes preat men—our Foxzs, Prrrs, a 
And ſharpens, whetſtone-like; the Nation's wit; i 
3 - « Knoks 


c Cooks! YEOMEN! ScoukkRS! we will not be driv n. 
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„ Knocks off your knaves and fools, however great, 
And, broom-like, ſweeps the cobwebs of the State: 
te In caſks like ſulphur that expels bad air, 

6 And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather fair; 
Acts, like a gun, that, fir d at gather'd ſoot, 

6 Preſerves the chimney and the houſe to boot: 

“ Or, like a ſchool-boy's whip, that keeps up tops, 
6 The ſinking Realm, by flagellation, props. 
« Our Monarch muſt not be bre too far; 

« Beſides | I love a little bit of war. 

« Whether to crop our curls he boaſts a right, 

c Or not, I do not care the Louſe's bite; 

c But then, no force- work! No! No force, by Heavn! 


« Try but to force a 210 againſt his will, 

6 Behold! the ſturdy GENTLEMAN ſands ſtill ! 

„ Or, p'rbaps, (his pow'r to let the driver know) 

« Gallops the very road he ſhould not 90— 

« No force for me !—The Fa RxcR, the fawning dogs, 
« Fen let them loſe their freedom, and eat frogs ; 

cc Damme! I hate each pale /oupe-maigre thief— _ 
c Give me ay darling . ny Neck. 9 


He . from his jaws a bs iy nia, 
And, W manful Hung to earth his ab Ib. 
| Then 
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Then fivellitig PxipE forbade his tongue to reſt, 
Whilſt wild emotions labour'd in his breaſt--- 
Now ſounds confus'd his anger, made him mutter, 
And; when he thought on ſhaving, curſes Tue 


Such is the ſound (the ſimile's not weak) iI 


Form'd by what mortals Bux BLE“ call and Saver "In 
When midſt the frying-pan, in accents ſavage, 
The beef ſo _ ere with the g | 


« Be - thav'd! * a Scullion loud began to betten 
Loud as a pariſh bull, or poor Orm mo, 
Plac'd by that rogue Iaso upon thorns, 

With all the horrors of: a pair of horns: 
Loud as th ExcrsEMa - ſtruggling for his life; 1 
And panting in a moſt inglorious ſtrife ; 


# The tnodeff Aurhor of the Lo usiAB muſt do bimſel the 
juſtice to declare here, that his ſimile of the Bubble and Squeak is 
vaſtly more natural and more ſublime than Homet's black pudding 
on a gridiron, illuſtrating the motions arid emotions of his Hero 
Urrsszs. Jide On v88EY: © : 

# This affair happened a few years GEE Beeten Kieing 
ſome ſmuggled goods belonging to a Princeſs, a relation of the 
Great Frederic, her H1G64uNxzss fell upon the poor Rat di Cave, and 
almoſt ſcratched his eyes out : the Exciſeman-made a formal com- 
plaint to the King, begging to be relieved fromthe diſgrace. The 
gallant Monarch returned for anſwer, that he gave up the duties 
to his couſin the Princeſs; but could not conceive how the hand of | 
«far Lady could diſhonour the face of an Exciſeman, 


P 2 | When 


112 THE LOUSIAD. CANTO 1. 


When on his face the ſmuggling Princeſs ſprung, 
And, cat-like clawing, to his viſage clung. 


* Be ſhav'd, like pigs!” rejoin'd the ſcullion's mate, 


His diſh-clout ſhaking, and his pot-crown'd pate: 
“ What barber dares it, let him watch his noſe, 
And, curſe me! dread the rage of theſe ten toes.” 
So ſaying, with an oath to raiſe one's hair, 

He kick'd with threat'ning foot the yielding air, 


Thus have I ſeen an Ass (baptiz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a CH1MNEYSWEEPER on his back, 
Prance, mort, and fling his heels with uiberality, 
In imitation of a HORSE of QUALITY. 


<6 mmm 
In all the foaming energy of 'pride--- | 
_ * Zounds! let us take His Majeſty in hand! 
* The King ſhall find he lives at our command: 
2 Yes; let him know, with all his wondrous ſtate, 
His teeth and ſtomach on our wills ſhall wait: 

be Ms rule the platters, z0e command the ſpit, 
 & And George ſhall have his meſs when we think fit; 


1 | 8 cc Stay 


r e Wars, » 


66 


66 
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6 + Stay till neat ſhall condeſeend to cat, 


Thus having fed on veniſon: rather coarſe, 
A colt, or crocodile, or diſh of horſe, 
The: Tartar quits his ſinoaky hut with ſcorn, 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn; 


And treating Monarcns like his flaves or ſwine, 


Informs them they have liberty to dine. 
« Heay'ns!” cry'd a LEOMAN, with much learn- 
ing grac'd, 
In books as well as meat, a man of taſte, 
Who read with vaſt applauſe. the daily news, 
And kept a cloſe acquaintance with the Muss; 
Conundrum, rebus made, acroſtic, | riddle ; 
And ſung his dying ſonnets to. the fiddle, 
When Lovs, with cruel dart, the murd'ring. chil. 


His heart had ſpitted, like a piece of beef; 
Are theſe,” he ſaid, of Kixes, the whims and jokes? 


*'Phen Kixes can be as mad as common folks. 


xe Dame Nature, when a PhiN c E'S head the makes, 
No more conoerm about the infide takes 
ce "Than of the inſide of a bug's or bat's, 


4 A you” s, a graſshopper's, a cur's, a cats 
P 3 « Ag 
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As careleſs as the Anzisr, trunks deſigning, 
C About the trifling circumſtance of liningz 
Whether of Cumberland he uſe the plays, 

_ * Miſs Byrney's novels, or Miſs Seward's lays; 
« Or ſacred dramas of Miſs Hannah More, 

; 6 Where all the Nine, with little Mos Es, ſnore; 
*© Or good Squire Pindar's Odes, or Wharton's ſtick; 
5 Or Horace Walpole” s Doubts, upon King Dick, 

« Who furious drives, at times, his old gooſe quill, 
«© On Strawb'rry, (Reader!) not th' Aonian Hill; 

«© Whether he doom the Ror Ar SPEECH to cling, 
Or thoſe of Lords and Commons to the King 

C Where one begs money, and the others grant 


60 


of 


& So eaſy, freely, friendly, complaiſant, | 

“ As though the caſh were really all their own, 

*« 'To purchaſe knick-knacks * that diſgrace a throne, 

« Ah, me! did people know what trifling things 
hes Compoſe thoſe idols of the carth call'd Kings, 

* Thoſe counterparts of that important fellow, 


60 The children 8 wonder—S16x08 PUXCHINELL® ; j 


The Civil Liſt, we are inclined to think, feels deficiencies 
from toys For an inſtance, we will appeal to Mr. Cumming's 
non-deſcript of a time · piece at the Queen's Houſe, which coſt 
nearly two thouſand pounds. The ſame artiſt is alſo allowed 200l. 
ok annum to keep the babs in repair, 12 


; 12 


45 Who 
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c Who ſtruts upon the ſtage his hour away; 
His outſide gold---his inſide rags and hay; | 
« No more as Gop's Vicegerents would they ſhine, 
« Nor make the world cut throats for RICH Divine. 

$ Thoſe LoxrDs of Earth, at dinner, we have ſeen 5 
“ Sunk, by the mereſt trifles, with the ſpleen— 
4 Oſt for an ill-dreſs'd egg have heard them groan, 
«- And ſeen them quarrel for a mutton bone: 
'& At ſalt or vinegar, with paſſion, fume, | - 
And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the room.* 


« Alas! how often have we heard them grunt, 
i Whene'er the ruſhing rain hath ſpoil'd a nun 
Their ſanguine wiſhes croſs'd, their ſpirits clogg'd, 
Mere riding diſhclouts homeward they have jogg'd; 
6 Poor imps! the ſport (with all their pride and pow'r) 
& Of N ATURE'S diuretic ſtream—a ſhow'r ! 50 


* This is partly a picture of the laſt reign as well as the preſent. 
The paſſions of George, the Second were of the moſt impetuous 
kind—his hat and his favourite miniſter, Sir Robert Walpole, were 
too frequently the foot-balls of his ill-humour—nay, poor Queen 
Caroline came in for a ſhare gf his foot benevolence. But he was 
a Prince of virtues —ubi plura nitent, non ego paucis offendar mac u 
P 4 This 
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This zwe, the actors in the farce, perceive; 

« But this the diſtant world will ne'er believe, 

« Who fancy Kixcs to all the virtues born, 

% Neer by the vulgar ſtorms of paſſion torn ; 

« But, bleſt with ſouls ſo calm, like ſummer ſeas, 
« That ſmile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 

“ Who think that Kincs, on wiſdom always fed, 
Speak ſentences like Bacox's brazen head; 
Hear from their lips the vileſt nonſenſe fall, 

© Yet think ſome heav'nly ſpirit dictates all; 

© Conceive their bodies of celeſtial clay, 

* And, though all ailment, facred from decay ; 
To nods and ſmiles their gaping homage bring, 

© And thank their Gop their eyes have ſeen a KIxc 
Lord! in the circle when our Royal MasTER 
Pours out his words as faſt as hail, or faſter, 
“ To country Squires, and wives of country Squires; 
Like ſtuck pigs ſtaring, how each oaf admires! 
“ Lo! ev'ry ſyllable becomes a Gem! 
« And if, by chance, the Monarch cough, or hem, 
Seiz d with the ſymptoms of a deep ſurpriſe, 

* Their joints with rev rence tremble, | and their eyes 
6c Roll wonder firſt; then, ſhrinking back with fear, 
„. Would hide behind the brains, were any there. 


% How 


56 


66 
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« How taken is this idle world by ſhow ! 
Birth, riches, are the Baals to whom we bow; 


3 — Wt, Ge 8 :, 
32 1 — - * 

8 N — 1 2 3 

. ͤ — Ep rt > 24 2 — 12 1 er hy 

— — bee. 22 5 . — 


tm” ren, — - 
— — eg 
F 


22 — _ 


« Preferring, with a foul as black as ſoot, 

« A rogue on horſeback, to a ſaint on foot. 

* See FRANCE, ſee PoRTUOAL, SICILIA, SPAIN, 

« And mark the deſert of each Dzsor's brain; 

«* Whoſe tongues ſhould never treatwith tauntsa Fool; 
6 Who prove that nothing 1s too mean to rule. 

« What could the PRIxcx, high tow'ring like a ſteeple, 
& Without the Majzsry of Us the PROPLE 

“Go, like the King of Babylon, * to graſs, 

Or wander, like a beggar, with a paſs! 
However modern Kings may Cooks deſpiſe, 
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* WARRIORS and Kixcs were cooks, or Hiſt ry lies. 
4 PaTrocLus broil'd beef-ſteaks to quell his hunger: 
The mighty AGAMEMNON potted conger !--- 
«And CuARLESs of SWEDEN, midſt his guns and drums, 
 * Spread his own bread and butter with his thumbs. 
Be ſhav'd!---No!---ſooner pill ries, jails, the ſtocks, 
* Shall pinch this corpſe, than DARBERS ſcratch my 
« locks.” | 
955 Well haſt thou ſaid,” a Scourer bold rejoin'd; 
# Damme! I love the man who ſpeaks his mind. | 


n Nebuchadnezzaxr, 
Then 
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Then in his arms the orator he took, + © 
And ſwore he was an angel of a Cook. 
Awhile he held him with a Corniſh hug; 
Then ſeiz d, with glorious graſp, a pewter mug, 
| Whoſe ample womb nor cyder held nor ale, 
But nectar fit for Jovz, and brew'd by TuRALE. 
| 6c A health to Cooks,” he cried, and wav'd the pot; 
« And he who ſighs for titles is a ſot--- N 
Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth ſurpaſs; 
ce Yet many a lion's ſkin conceals an aſs. k 
6“ Lo! this is one amongſt my golden rules, 
« To think the greateſt men the greateſt fools: 
The 6REAT are judges of an opera ſong, 
And fly a Briton's for a eunuch's tongue; 
« Thus idly ſquand'ring for a ſquall their riches, 
« To faint with rapture at thoſe cats in breeches. 
« Accept this truth from me, my lads---the man 
7 Who firſt found out a ſpit, or frying-pan, 
Did ten times more towards the public good, 
4. Than all the tawdry titles fince the flood: 
e Titles! that Kixnes: may grant to aſſes, mules, 
c The ſcorn of ſages, and the boaſt of fools.” 


He 
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He ended---All the Cooks exclaim'd, „Divine!“ 
Then whiſper'd one another, 'twas © damn'd fine!“ 
Thus ſpoke the ScourE like a man inſpir'd, 

Whoſe ſpeech the HEROES of the kitchen fir'd: 


Grooms, maſter ſcourers, ſcullions, ſcullions' mates, 


With all the overſeers of knives and plates, 

Felt their brave ſouls like friſky cyder work, 
Whizzing in oppoſition to the cork : F 
Earth's Potentates appear'd ignoble things, 

And Cooks of greater conſequence than Kings ; 
Such 1s the pow'r of words, where truth unites, 
And ſuch the rage that injur'd worth excites ! 
The OCOURER 8 ſpeech, indeed, with reaſon bleſt, 
Inflam'd with godlike ardour all the reſt. 

Thus if a barn Heaw'n's vengeful lightning draw, 
The flame ethereal darts amongſt the ſtraw ; 


Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice and rats, 


And (if unfortunately mouſing) cats; 
All feel the fierce devouring fire in turn, 
And, mingling in one conflagration, burn. 


“Sons of the Sir, the Major cry'd again, 


# Your warlike ſpeeches prove you bleſt with brain; 
f Brain! that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head, 


6 But fills the vaſt vacuity with lead — 
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« Yet ere for oppoſition we prepare, 
And bravely battle in the cauſe of HAIR; 


« Methinks 'twould be but decent to petition, 
% And tell the King, with firmneſs, our condition: 
« Soon as our ſad complaint he hears us utter, 

_ « His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 
„Fair Mane ſhine amidſt our gloomy houſe, 

« And anger d Majzsry forget the Louss.” 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


As many people perſiſt in their incredulity with reſpect to the 
attack made by the Barbers on the heads of the harmleſs Cooks, I 


ſhall exhibit a liſt of the unhappy ſufferers: it is the Palace liſt, and 


therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 


A TRUE LIST OF THE 


Two Maſter Cooks, 
Three Yeoman ditto, 
Four Grooms, 

Three Children, 
Two Maſter Scourers, 
Six Under Scourers, 
Six Turabroches, 


SHAVED AT BUCKINGHAM HOUSE, 


| Two Soil-carriers, 
Two Door-keepers, 
| Eight Boys, 

| Five Paſtry People, 


+ # 


ing at the Cooks. 


1 


In all, fifty-one. 


A young man, named John Bear, would not ſubmit, and loſt his 


& place. 
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„ Qralis ab incepto.” 
As it was in the begin 


end. 


Horace: 


ever ſhall be, world without 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


INV OCATION to the Muſes—Degeneracy of modern Poets— 
The ragged ſtate of the ladies of Parnaſſus—Sad condition of 
bards—Praiſe of Mr. Weſt's great picture of King Alexander 
and the Stag—More invocation to the Muſes—The tricks of 
thoſe Ladies Their impoſitions on Poets and Poetefſes—A com- 
pliment to King George and Dr. Herſchell, on their intimacy with 
the Moon, and important diſcoveries in that planet—Invocation 
to Apollo—Invocation to Conſcience—Conſcience deſcribed— 
The great powers of Conſcience—More invocation to Conſcience 
— Truth and Falſehoed, their fituationg—More invocation to 
Conſcience The praiſe of Royal economy and a Hanoverian 
College Addreſs to Gottingen - More invocation to Conſcience 
—Mr. Haſtings's bulſe, Mrs. Haſtings's bed and cradle properly 
treated More words to Conſcience — The fatal power of Con- 


ſcience over the late Mr. Yorke and Lord Clive —Addreſs to | 


Fame A requeſt to the aforeſaid Gentlewoman, inſtructing her 
how to diſpoſe of ſome of her trumpets—Deſcription of her 
p/eudo-votaries—The Bard bluſhing for the quantity of invoca- 
tion Proceſſion of his Epic Poem Madam Schwellenberg de- 


ſcribed with a plate of ham Account of her birth, parentage, 


and education Account of Pride—Madam Schwellenberg's viſit 
to the King—His Majeſty's moſt gracious ſpeech—Madam 
Schwellenberg's anſwers—Addreſs to Readers on Ladies ſwear- 
ing—Sir Francis Drake, the Steward of the Houſehold, de- 
ſeoeribed— not to be confounded with the famous Sir Francis 

Drake who died near 200 years ago The perquiſites of the 
preſent Sir Francis Deſcription of the dining - room belonging to 
the Cooks at Buckingham Houſe—The entertainment and uten- 
ſils of this room Dixon the Cook - Major's ſpeech Story of a 
Nabob and a Beggar Cook - Major Dixon's ſpeech in continua- 
tion Speech of another Cook The Cooks in the dumps The 
Cook-Major's rejoinder to the Cook's ſpeech—A very ſenfible 
ſpeech—Conclufion with a beautiful ſimile — The petition of the 


Cooks. 
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Old Calvert's brewhouſe for their Hippocrene; : 


As make ey n bankrupts of the born of gods, | 


11 
„ 
5 


CANTO THE SECOND. | 


NyMeas of the ſacred fount, around whoſe brink 
Bards ruſh in droves, like cart-horſes, to drink; | 
Dip their dark beards amidſt your ſtreams fo clear, * 
And, whilſt they gulp it, wiſh it ale or beer: 3 ; ; | 
Far more delighted to poſſeſs, I ween, | 


And bleſt with beef, their ghoſtly forms to fill, 

Make Dolly's chophouſe their Aonian hill; 

More pleas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join, 
Than all the tinkling cymbals of the NixR ; 3 
Aſſiſt me—ye who themes ſublime purſue, 5 
With ſcarce a ſhift, a ſtocking, or a ſhoe! 

Such pow r have ſatires, epigrams, and odes,. . 


N. I. . Q 


226 THE LOUSIAD. CANTO 11. 


As well as mortal bards, who oft Ul 
Their unſucceſsful madrigals in jail, 

Where penn d, like hapleſs cuckoos, in a cage, 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage; 
Deck the damp walls with verſe of various quality, 
And, from their priſons, mount to uli. 


Ah! tell me where is now thy bluſh, O SAME 

Shall bards through jails explore the road to Fame? 

| Like ſouls of Papiſts in their way to glory, 

| Doom'd at the half-way houſe, call'd Purgatory, 7 
To burn, before they reach the realms of light, 
Like old tobaceo-pipes, from black to white ? os 
Yet let me fay again, that pow'rful rhyme 
Hath lifted Poets to a ſtate ſublime; FEW 
To lofty pill ries rais'd their ſacred ears 


High o er the heads of marvelling compeers, 


Whoſe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their 179 71 


Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops 5 


Bleſt late! that gives cach fair exalted micn, | 


To grace in print a monthly magazine; 
And deck the ſhops with ſweet engravings dreft, 
Midſt angels, ſinners, faints of Miſter WEsr; 


Where brave King AL £XaxDER and the Deen, | 
| - 52 buffling hodge-podge fhall appear, 


From 
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From that fam d #* picture which our wonder drew, 
And pour'd its brazen ſplendors on the view; 1 
Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare, 

On pent-houſe high, in Piccadilly ſtare, 

Where lions ſeem to roar, and tigers growl, 


Hyznas whine, and wolves in concert howly - . 


And, by their goggling eyes and furious grin, 
form what 1 devils 5 within. 


Ye x NYMPHS who, fond of fan, full many a time, 
Mount on a jack-aſs many a child of rhyme, 
And make him think, aſtride his braying hack, 
fle moves ſublime on Pegaſus's back: 
Ye Moss, oft by brainleſs poets ſought 
To bid the Rtanza chime, and ſwell with thought & 
Who, whelping for OzL1viox, fain would fave 
Their whining puppies from the ſullen wave; 
Aſſiſt me! yz who viſit towns and hovels, 
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels, 
And treat with ſcorn (far nobler knowledge ſtudying) 
The humble art of making pye or pudding: 
Who bid our Sapphos of their verſe be vain, 
And fancy all Parnaffus 1 in their brain; 


A whole acre of canvas ſo daubed by colour as to give it the 
K e of a braſs foundery. 
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And, mid the buſtle of their lucubrations, 


Take downright madneſs for your inſpirations; 
Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line, 

Who taſte a rapture equal, Grokex, to thine; 
When, bleſt at Darchzr, | through thy Herscues 
| FT! ² 
That brings from diſtant worlds a horſe, an aſs, 

A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, Stockings, blankets, that on hedges dry, 
Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings ſoon, 
Vnſated ſeaſt on wonders in the Moon; 

Where H ER SCHELL on volcanoes, mountains, pores, 
And happy NaTuzz's true ſublime explores ; 
Whil thou, ſo modeſt, (wonderful to tell ) 

On Lux AR trifles art content to dwell, 

Flies, graſshoppers, grubs, cobwebs , cuckoo ſpittle; 
In ſhort, delighted with the world of lille; 


Which Ws ſhall paint, and grave Sir Joszyn Baxks 


Receive from thy hiſtoric mouth with thanks; 
Then bid the vermin on the journals crawl, 
Hop, jump, and flatter, to amuſe us all. 


And thou, great PATRON + of the double quill, 
| That Hays by rhyme, and marders by a pill, 


1 285 * Of the Royal Society, I Apollo. . 
* A pretty 
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A pretty kind of double-barrel'd gun, 
More giv'n to tragic than to comic fun; 
Auſpicious ParROxN of the paunch and backs 
Of thoſe all- daring raſcals chriſten'd quacks, 
To whom our purſe and lives are legal plunder, 


Who, hawk-like, keep the human ſpecies under: 


Gop of thoſe gentlemen of jingling brains, 


Who, for their own amuſement, print their ſtrains; 
Strains that ne'er ſoar'd beyond the beetle's flight, | 


Save on the pinions of a ſchool- boy s kite; 
f Strains arrant ſtrangers to a depth profound, 
Save when deep pilgrimaging under ground, 
In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine, 

| They pay their court to Croacina's ſhrine; 


Strains that no ray of light nor warmth proelaim, 
Save when, committed to the fire, they flame; 5 


Strains that a circulation never found, 

Save when they turn'd on beef or URS TR round: 
| Oh! aid, as lofty Houzx ſays, my nouſe | | 

| To ſing ſublime the MONARCE and the Lovss! ! 


Nrwens, Pnoxzus, in my Feñ heroic chapter | 


| hould have pray d for crumbs of tuneful rapture; 


Thus to forget my friends was not ſo clever ; 
Ei oye the proverb, better late than never.” 


. Q 3 | Well! 


62 ——— . — —— 
2 — 
— U ; . 
— — 2 _ * 
0 1 r 1 * * 2 . 
— 1 = 


4 © by 5 . A ws 441 
2 N r 2 58 — Si Ew”, 3 * 5 ; pe ene” ry: . . 
r > ee ug Os Ra # TO ETD 18 * * * r 
. 5 * 11 Are * . OS <P N 4 e A ' he rk 2 
1 A l \ 1 1 r 7 1 n & — 1 > F 8 
— - 2 D FT - _ : 4 , . — — * eines = 
= * er bh, — — 8 „„ 2 — — 5 — mane? ay 
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Well! ſince Tm in the invocation trade, 
To Coxscikxex let my compliments be paid 


Coxscikxck, a terrifying little ſprite, 


That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night; 


Hunts through the heart's. dark holes each lurking vice, 
As ſharp as weaſels hunting eggs or mice: 


Who, when the lightnings flaſh, and thunders crack, 


Makes our hair briſtle like a hedgehog's back; 

Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion; 

- Vplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion; ; 

Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with 
Heav'n, , | | ; 

And promiſe miracles to be forgiv' EE be 

Bids ſpectres riſe, not very like the Graces, 5 

With goggling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces; 

With ſcenes of fires of glowing brimſtone ſcares L 

Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 5 

For roaſting, broiling, frying, fricaſſeeing 

The Sour, that ſad offending little Being; 

That ſtubborn ſtuff, of ſalamander make, 

Froof to the aA of the Vin ag . 


0 e J d ſtrait jacket af dhe wal, 
The madding ſallies of the bard controul; 


Who, 


"WP 


Who cannot judge like him of Wispou's ſchools. + 
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Who, when inclin'd, like brother bards, to lie, 


Bring TrxuTH's neglected form before his eye; 

Fair Maip: to towns and courts a ſtranger grown, 
And now to rural ſwains almoſt unknown, 

Whoſe company was once their prudent choice; 

Who once, delighted, liſten'd to her voice; 

When in their hearts the gentler paſſion ſtrove, 

And ConsTaxcy went hand in hand with Love! 
Sweet TxuTHn, who ſteals through lonely ſhades longs 


; And mingles with the turtle's note her ſong; 


Whilſt FarsHaop, rais'd by ſycophantic tricks, 
| Unbluſhing, flaunts it in a coach and fix. 


. who bid'ſt our Motatch, from the 


nation, 
Send ſons to Gottingen for education, 
Since helpleſs Can and ISIS, loſt to knowledge, 
Are ideots to this Hanoverian college, 


Where fimple SCIENCE beams with orient ray; 


The great, the glorious Aruzxs of the day! 
80 fays the RL ER of us Engliſh fools, 


ien 


Dear attic Gorrinon ! to thee I bow, 
Of erwarte, oh] moſt wonderful milch cow! . 
Q 4 From 


tf 5 ; 
5.x C — 
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From whom huge pails the royal boys ſhall bring, 
And give, we hope, a little to the 

Through Thee, beſides the knowledge they may reap, 
The lads ſhall get their board and lodging cheap; 
And learn, like their good parents, to ſubſift 
Within the limits of the Civil Liſt ; 

Who ſeldom bid a Miniſter implore 

A little farther pittance for the poor. 


Coxscikxck who, to the wonder of his SIRE, 
Bad'ſt from his wanted ſtate a Paixck retire, 
And, like a ſubject, humbly ſeek the ſhade, 

That not a tradeſman might remain unpaid : | 
An action that the ſoul of Envy ſtings— _ 

A peed unmention'd in the book of N 5 


Coxscxxcx ! who mad f a Monarch, by thy pow 1 


Send pris ner the fam d Di'mond * to the Tow r; 


So witchingly that look'd him in the face, 
And impudently ſought to bribe his Gx Ack: 
Where, too, the cradle and the bed ſhall reſt, 
That on the ſame damn'd errand left the Eaſt— 
Thus fall of gem and pearl the treas nous tribe, 
And beds and cradles that would Moyarcas bribe ; 


den ith tory of the WH that ſtole into $. James's 
; Con- 
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ConscixNcEI who now canſt like a cart-horſe draw; 

Now, lifeleſs ſinking, ſcarcely lift a ſtra v:; 

So diff rent are thy pow'rs at diff'rent times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes! 

Thou! who at times canſt like a lion roar 

For one poor ſixpence; yet, like Nox, canſt ſnore, 
Though rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes, | 
And raging Hell with all his horrors riſe; 
| Whoſe eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame, 
Yet wink at full-blown crimes that 5% a name 


0 Conscience! who didſt bid to madneſs work 
(80 great thy pow'r) the brain of hapleſs Vonk, 

: And mad'fi him cut from ear to car his throat, 

That luckleſs ſpoil'd his patriotic note;; 

Yet wanted'ſt ſtrength to force from his hard eye 
One drop who help'd him to yon ſpangled ſky ; 
Whoſe damned pray'rs, feign'd tears, and tongue of art, 
Won on the weakneſs of his honeſt heart! 

Poor York ! without a ſtone whoſe reliques lie, | 
Tough, Vin rug mark d the murder with a figh! * 


_ OConsctexcs ! 5 to CLive didſt give the knie | 


IX That, deſp' rate plunging, took his forfeit life; | 
| 45 4, Bos Shy, i. FL. [ { (37 $2 ä r Who, 


3 
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Who, lawleſs plund'rer, in his wild career, 
Whelm'd As14's eye with woe, and heart with ſcar; 
| Whoſe wheels on n roll'd, and, drench'd with 
blood, 

From gaſping Nature forc'd the bluſhing flood; 

_ Whilſt Havock, panting with triumphant breath, 
Nerv'd his red arm, and hail'd the hills of death.— 
And now to thee, O lovely Famt, I bend; 

Let all thy trumpets this great work commend: 

Give one a- piece to all the learn'd Reviews, 

And bid them ſound the labours of the 14; 
Give to the Magazines a trumpet each, 

And tet the ſwelling note to Worth reach: 

To daily News-papers a trumpet give; 

Thus ſhall my epic ſtrain for ever live: 

Thus hall m my book deſcend to diſtant tes, 8 

: And rapt poſterity reſound my rhymes. _ 

By future Beauties ſhall each tome be preſt, 

And, «hwy their wig N live a parlour bel. 


Thee, keit Fant, ſome mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good fale; 
Or riſe to fair preferment by thy tongue, 5 


Though deaf as adders ta thy charms of tang: 
Juſt 
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Inſt as the hypocrites ſay pray'rs, ſing pſalms, 
 Beftow upon the blind and cripple alms; 
Vield glory to the Pow'r who rules above, 

Not from a principle of heav'nly love, 

But, ſneaking raſcals ! to obtain, when dead, 
A comfortable lodging over head, ee 
When foro d by age, or doctors, or their Pente, 
The vagrants quit their ſublunary houſes. | 


With tireſome invocation having done, as: 
At length our glorious Epic may go on. 
Lo! Madam ScuwzLLenBERG, inclin'd to cram, 
Was wondrous buſy d er a plate of ham; 
| A ham that once adorn'd a German pig, - 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-aſs big; | 
In woods of Weſiphalyby hunters ſmitten, 
And ſent a preſent to the Queen of Britain. 


But ere we farther march, ye Muſes, ſay 
Somewhat of Madam ScuwELLENBERG, I pray; | 
If ancient poets mention but a horſe, | 
We read his genealogy of courſe : 
Oh! ſay, ſhall horſes boaſt the deathleſs line, 
5 And o'er ON IV" wy the Nine? IU 
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By virtue of her father and her mother, 
This woman faw the light without much pother; 
That is— no grand commotions ſhook our earth; 
Apollo danc'd no hornpipe at her birth, 
To ſay to what perfection ſhe was born, 
What wit, what wiſdom ſhould the Nymph adorn : 
No bees around her lips in cluſters hung, 
To tell the future ſweetneſs of her tongue; . 
Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dove, 
To mark the ſoul of innocence and love 
No ſmiling Cupids round her cradle play d, 
To ſhow the future conqueſts of the mad. 
Whoſe charms would make the jealous ſex her foes, 
And with their lightnings blaſt a thouſand beaus. 
Indeed the Muſe muſt own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the father and the mother; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her, | 
They knew not how the devil they ſhould maintain her. 


Heay'ns! what! no prodigy attend zer birth, 
Who awes the greateſt palace upon earth? 
Yes! a black cat roynd the bantling quall d, Ba 
Join d its young cries, and all the houſe appall'd: 
Now here, now there, he ſprung with viſage wild, 
And made a bold attempt to kiſs the child; | 
WEL : | | 7 Bats 


1 
* ” 


* 
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Bats pour'd ; in hideous hoſts into the room, 
And, imp-like, flitting, form'd a ſudden gloom ; 
Then to the cradle ruſh'd the dark'ning throng, 
And, raptur'd, ſhriek'd congratulating ſong; 
Which ſong, in concert with the ſqualls of puſs, - 
Seem'd, in plain German, Thos art one of us. 

In Strelitz firſt this Dame the light eſpy d, 
Born to a good MINT of pride; 
For, howeer paradoxical it be, 
Pxivz pigs with people of a oro degree, 
As well as with your folks of fortune ſtruts; 

Like rats that live in palaces or hut 

Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, | 

That dwell in beds of ſtraw, or beds of ſtate; 
Or monkeys vile, whoſe tooth inglorious grapples, | 
Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 
Hail, Paorkus PRE, whoſe various pow'rs of throat 
Can' fell the trampet's loud and ſaucy note; 
| And if a meaner air can ſerve thy turn, 

In panting, quiv' ring ſounds of Jews-harps, mourn 12 
Hail, Prive, companion of the great and little, 4 
So abject, who canſt lick a patron 8 ſpittle; | 
Whine like a ſneaking Puppy at his door, 
And turn * bind part of my wig before; _ 
Nay, 


n .. RY * 
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Nay, if he orders, turn it infide out, 

And wear it, Merry-Andrew like, about; 

"Heed not the grinning world a ſingle ruſh, 

But bear its pointed ſcorn without a bluſh ! 

Let fain wouldſt thou the crouching world beſtride, 
Juſt like the Rnopian BuiLy Oer the tide; 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 

That proudly fireteh'd his legs from ſhore to ſhore, 
And ſaw of Greece the loftieſt-navy travel, 
In dread 1 e ft A his ele 


=. 


1 


So _ Pu Pride— en ; little, . vain; 
And now for Madam — a n | 


W bether the Nymph could ever : boaſt a a grace, 
T hat deign' d to pay a viſit to her face, = 
The Moss i 18 ignorant, ſhe muſt allow; 
Vet knows this truth, that not one ſparkles now. 
If ever beauties, in delight excelling, 
Charm'don hercheek, they longhave left theirdwelling, 
This Nymph a mantua-maker was, 1 ween, 
And priz d for cheapneſs by our ſaving Queen, 
Who (where's the mighty harm of loving money ?) 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
85 I | | And 
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And plac'd her in a moſt imp Sami phere 
InsezoTREss GENERAL of the Royal Geer. 


n this woman heard the Louſe's tale 
| At once the turn'd, like walls of plaſter, pale. 
But firſt the ham of Meſiphaly ſne gobbled, 

And then to ſeek the Lok Db's Ax OIN TED hobbled: 
Hin full of Wrath, like Peleus' ſon of yore, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh—, 

In all the bitterneſs of wrath ſhe found ; 

The Queen and Royal Children ſtaring round. 

« O Szelly/” thus the madden'd Monarch roar'd, 
Whit wild i impatience wing d each rapid word; 
For, lo! the ſolemn march of graceful ſpeech, | 
The Krx long fince had bid to kis his b—h. 

The broken language that his mouth affords 

Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of words, 
That give imagination's laughing eye 

= Wives, Picture of a giblet pye.— 


% O Swelh, Seel 5 cry'd the furious King, 
* What! what a dirty, filthy, naſty thing !— 
That thus you come to eaſe my angry mind, 
Indeed is very, very, very, very kind, 55 

8 | | „What's 


: — 
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% What's your opinion, hz!”—the Monarch rav'd: b 

c Yes, yes, the cooks ſhall ev'ry one be ſhav'd— 6 
. « What! what! hz! he! now tell me, Sell, pray, | 
« Shan't-I be right in't What! what! Szwelly, ha? 0 


« Yes, yes, I'm ſure on't; by the Louſe's looks, 

& That he belong'd to ſome one of the cooks. 

« Speak, Szwely ; ſhan't we ſhave each filthy jow! ? | 

« Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my ſoul.” 1 
( 
{ 


To — the Dax, —_ clevited — 
Wide-ſtaring eyes, and broad, contemptuous grin: 


. Ves, fare as ; dat my ſoul 1 Wy 62 fav'd, SH 
« Sg ſure de dirty raſcals ſal be ſhavd— 
- Shav'd to de quick be ev 'ry moder 8 fon— a ; 


And curſe me if I do not fee it done 


De barbers ſoon der naſty locks fal fall on, 8 
« Nor leave vone ſtanding for 4 Louſe to crawl on. 


If on der ſkulls de razor do not ſhine, 


% May gowns and petticoats no more be mine 
Curl, club, and pigtail, all fal go to pot, 


« For ſuſh curs'd naſtineſs, or I'll be rot; 
cc Or elſe to Strelitz let me quickly fly, 
ec Dat dunghill, dat poor pighouſe to de eye; 


10 Where 
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te Where from his own mock trone de Prince, ſo great, 
i Can jomp into anoder Prince eftate— 

« If, by de God dat made dis eart and me, 
i No Ty nearly raſcal ſal go free.” 


. cha raiſeſt both thy rlling eyes, 
I all the ſtaring wildneſs of ſurpriſe; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 
And fancieſt gentlewomen could not fear: 
Go, fool, and ſeek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damſels of the flood, 
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 
Who vend at Billingſgate their ſprats and crabs; | 
Tell them their fiſh all ſtink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether fine gentlewomen ever ſwears 
Nay, viſit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentleneſs inflames; "BE 
Lo! thou ſhalt find, by many & naughty word; 
They uſe ſmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In ſpite of all that godly books contain, 15 
| * teach them not to take bis n vain. | 


- © Thanks, Swelly, thanks, thanks, thanks, the 
King reply' d; | . 

4 Like me, you en not got a grain of — | 
1 Vox. I. R Tes, 
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6. Ths, yes, if I am maſter of this houſe— 


« Yes, yes, the locks ſhall fall, and then the Louſe,” 


He ſpoke—and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His head he ſhook, that ſhook the dining room. 
Thus Jovx of old, the dread, the TeUND'RING Gov, 
Shook, when he _ OLymevs with his nod. 


Jes, cryd the Kino, * 7 « yes, yes, their curls ſhal] 
% quake ; 

“ But tell me, where, where, where's Sir FRaxcis 
6% DRAKE Fr 


o, Reader, think not ewisthatDaazs/SirFaaxcy, 
Whoſe wondrous actions ſeem almoſt romances ; 


Who ſhone in ſenſe profound, and bloodieſt wars, 


And rais'd the nation's glory to the ſtars; 
Who firſt in triumph fail'd around the world, 
And'vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd ; 


But HE who ſkulks around the Royal kitchen, 


Which if he catch a neighbour' s dog or bitch in, 
Lets fly, to ſtrike the four-tegg'd mumper dead, 


A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. 
Not that Sir Francis DAK R who, god - like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science, t to th' Atlantic ſhore ; : 


* 


Mon. — 


2 
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| fo Pagans gave the Goſpel's ſaving grace, 

Aud planted Virttie midſt a barb'rous race; 

Spread oh the darken'd realms tlie blaze of light— 
But be who ſees the ſpoons and plates are bright; 
Sees that the knives before the King and Queen 
Are, like the pair of Royal ſtomachs, been: 

Not le, whoſe martial frown whole kingdoms ſhook, 
But he whoſe low'ting viſage ſhakes a cook: 

Not he who pour'd on Mexico his fars! 

But he, at London, who with linen wars; 

Napkins and damaſk tablecloths * affails 

With ſciſſars, razors; knives; and teeth and nails; 
Who dares with Doylies deſp'rate war to wage, 
Such is his province and domeſtic rage, 

If, like his predeceſſors, he hath grace, 

And calls his conqueſts, perquiſites of place. 

Twas not that Dax who bade his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through; 
But that important Dake, in office big, 
1 cooks to 9 2 A 2 or r Pig: : 


1 Tt was a common ee in the laſt and preceding reigns this 
preſent being ſomewhat more economical) to tear and cut the Royal 
lines privately, which, on account of the teeth, knife, nail, or 
leiſar wounds, were never more uſed, but went as perquiſites to 
ons and.Maſters of the Houſehold. 
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| Not be who took the Spaniards by the noſe, 
And priſons fill'd with Britain's graceleſs ſoes ; 
But he who bids the geeſe, his pris ners, die, 


And ſtuffs their legs and gizzards in a pye: 


He who, three times a week, a Green-cloth Lord, 
Sits, wiſdom-fraught, at that important Board 
With wiſe compeers, in judge-like order fiudying, 


Whether the King ſhall have a tart or pudding. 
Not be, by virtues to the world endear'd, 
By foes reſpected, and by friends rever'd ; 


Prompt to relieve the ſupplicating figh, 
: Who neyer daſh'd with tears the aſking. eye; 


But wak'd of joy the long-departed beam, 
Deep ſunk in forrow's unremitting ſtream :— 
But he, with generoſity at ſtrife, 

Who never gave a ſixpence i in his life; q 
Who, if he ever aſk'd a friend to dine, 
Requeſted. fayours that e ee wine: 
From lane to lane, who ſteals with wary fect, 
Juſt like the cautions, hare that ſeeks his ſeat : 


Who, though a city* near him, rears her head, 


And wealthy villages around him ſpread, 


Ng friends, yo neighbour near his manſion ſound, 


Like Calx ſurveys a ſolitude around. 
Freter. 93 436 2: 
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Twas this Sir Francis, quite a diff 'rent man 

From him who round the world with glory ran: 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! that &'er the Musꝝ untrue 
Should give to any man another's due ! 


5 Mos, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance 
brewing, 
To take a yy at what the Cooks were doing. 


In that his room, * the ſcene of ſhrewd remark, 
Whoſe window ſtares upon the ſaunt'ring Park; 
Where many a hungry bard, and gambling ſinner, 
In chop-fall'n ſadneſs, counts the trees for dinner; 
In that ſnug room where any man of ſpunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk; 
Where coy Tokay ne'er feels a cook's embraces, 
Nor Port nor Claret ſhow their roſy faces; 

But where old Adam's beverage flows with pride, 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide ; 
Where veal, pork, mutton; beef, and fowl and fiſh, 
All club their OY to make one handſome diſh; 


*The Larder,, 
1 This will be deemed an by my country readers; but it is 
aejertheleſs true, 


R 3 5 Where 
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Where ſtewpan covers ſerve for plates, I ween, 


And knives and forks and ſpoons are never ſcen; 
Where pepper iſſues from a payer bag, 


And for a cruet ſtands a brandy cag ; 
Where Madam SCHWELLENBERG too often fits - 


Like ſome old tabby in her mouſing fits, 
Demurely ſquinting with majeſtic mien, 

To catch ſome fault to carry to the Quzex: 

In that ſnug room, like thoſe immortal Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovrp ſpeaks ; 
Around the table, all with ſulky looks, 


Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, fat the Cooks 


At length, with phiz that ſhow'd the man of woes, 


NT he ſorrowing King of ſpits and ſtewpans roſe. 
Like Pau at Athens, very juſtly fainted, 


And by the charming bruſh of Raphael pai nted, 


With outſtretch'd hands, and energetic grace, 


He fearleſs thus harangues the RoasTinG Race; 


Whilſt gaping round, in mute attention, ſit 
The poor forlorn diſciples of the ſpit. 


Cooks, ſcullions, hear me ev'ry mother's ſon— 
10 Know that I reliſh not this Royal fun: 
% Grone thinks us ſcarcely fit ('tis very clear) 


To e carry guts, my brethren, to a bear.” — 


— „„ 
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« Guts to a bear!” the Cooks, up-ſpringing, cry'd— 

Guts to a bear!“ the Major loud reply'd. | 

Guts to the dev'1!” loud roar'd the Cooks again, . 

And toſs'd their noſes high in proud diſdain : 

The plain tranſlation of whoſe pointed noſes 

The reader needeth not, the bard ſuppoſes; _ 

But if the reaſon ſome dull reader looks, 

'Tis this—whatever Kings may think of Cooks, 

Howe'er crown'd heads may deem then low-born 
things, 

Cooks are poſſeſs d of fouls as well as = Ting 

Yet are there ſome who think (but what a ſhame ) 

Poor people's ſouls like pence of Birmingham, 

Adulterated. braſs—baſe ſtuff—abhorrd— | 

That never can paſs current with the Lok; 

And think, becauſe of wealth they boaſt a lore, 

With ev'ry freedom they may treat the poor : 

Witneſs the ſtory that my Muſe, with tears, 

e O Reader, to thy ſhrinking ears. 


Wich feeble voice and dorp deſponding ache, | 
With fallow cheek and pity-aſking eyes, 
A WRETCH, by age and poverty decay'd, 


For farthings lately to a Nazos pray'd ; 
HRS? > The 
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The Nazos, turkey-like, began to ſwell, 
And damn'd the beggar to the pit of hell. 

« Oh! Sir,” the ſupplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of mis'ry trickling from his eye) 


« Though I'm in rags, and wondrous, wondrous poor, 


« And yon with gold and filver cover'd o'er, 
6 There won't in heav'n ſuch difference, Sir, take place, 
& When we before the Lozxp come face to face. 
& You face to face with ne!“ the Nabob cry'd, 

In all the inſolence of upſtart pride— = 


_ © You face to face with ne, you dog, appear! 
« TIL kick your backſ- - de, if I catch ye there. 


Oh, ſhocking blaſphemy! oh horrid fpeech !— 
Where was the fellow born the wicked * 


80 black an imp would pull, I do ſuppoſe, 
A bulſe of di monds from a Begum's noſe; 


Or make, like DovLan, careleſs of his ſoul, 
A new edition of the old Black Hole. | 


+ What's life,” the Major had, *« my . pray, 
& If force muſt ſnatch our firſt delights away? 
« Relentleſs ſhall the Royal mandate drag 
“The hairs that long have grae'd this filken bag; 
“ Hairs to a barber ſcarcely worth a fig, | 


« Too few to make a foretop for a wig ? 
= q - on « Muſt 
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s Muſt vors vile thei locks, fo ſcanty, ſhave, 
& Locks that I with to carry to my grave; 
« Hairs, look, my lads, ſo wonderfully thin, 
Old SCHWELLENBERG hath more upon her chin?“ 
« Yes, that ſhe hath,” exclaim'd a Cook, © by God, 
** A damn'd old German good- for- nothing toad, 
« Yes, yes, her mouth with beard divinely briſtles— 
* Carſe me, I'd rather kiſs a bunch of thiſtles. 
„ Oh! were it but his Majeſty's commands 
# To give her gentle jaw-bones to theſe hands; 
« d ſhaye her, like a punith'd ſoldier, dry; 
e No killing 1 ſow ſhall make a ſweeter ery : 
Id pay my compliments to Madam's chin; 
F Id anſwer for't I'd make the devil grin : 

The razor moſt deliciouſly ſhould work; 

ce I'd trim her muzzle; yes, I'd ſcrape her pork; - 
* Id teach her to ſome purpoſe to behave, 
F And ſhow the witch the nature of a ſhave, 
F 4 0 woman, woman | whether lean or fat, 
In face an angel, but in ſoul a cat“ 


He ended—when each mouth upon the ſtretch, 
Crown' d with a loud e the claſſic ſpeech. 
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Too ſoon, alas! RESENTM ENA ſeiz'd the hour, 
And Joke reſign d his grin-provoking pow'r. 
RAGE dimm'd of MIRTH THE SUDDEN SUNNY SKY, 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each ſcowling eye; 
While GR1ze, returning, took her turn to reign, 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and ſadden'd ey'ry mien; 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing GRracts— 
For much is Gaze diſpos'd to bring down faces. 


5 Son of the ſpit,” the Major, ſtrutting, cry'd , 

I like thy ſpirit, and revere thy pride: 

ce I'd rather hear thee than a Biſhop preach, 

&« For thou haſt made a very pretty ſpeech. 

“ Such is the language that the Gods ſhould hear, 
«© And ſuch ſhould thunder on the Royal ear. 
Vet, ſon of dri pping, though thouſpeak'ft mynotions, 
We muſt not be too nimble in our motions. 

bs Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 
5 Soft fires, the proverb tells us , make ſweet malt. 
«& And yet again I bid you ſtand like rocks, 
« And battle for the honour of your locks. 
* Lo! in theſe aged hairs is all my joy ; 
£108 To ſhave them, 18 my being to deſtroy. 
cc What's life, if life has not a bliſs to give 2 
“ And, if anherpr, who would * to live? 
| „ Coxrxxr 
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& CONTENT can viſit the poor ſpider d room; 

« Pleas'd with the coarſe ruſh mat and birchen broom; 
Where parents, children, feaſt on oaten bread, 

« With cheeks as round as apples, and as red; 

« Where HEALTH with vigour nerves * backs "_ | 
« hams, 1 

* Sweet ſouls, though ragged as young colts or rams; 
Where calmly ſleep the parents with their darling gs, 
« Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ſtarlings; 
# Lull'd to their reſt, beneath the coarſeſt rugs, 
And dead to bitings of a thouſand 9 


« Coxxzxr, mild maid! delights in 1 imple things, 

And envies not the ſtate of Queens or Kings; 
« Can dine on ſheep's head, or a diſh of broth, 
Without a table or a tablecloth ; 
e Nor wiſhes, with the faſhionable group, 

Jo viſit HoxTow's ſhop for turtle ſoup; 
„ Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack, 
* And fit upon a chair without a back: 

6" Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
And uſe a wooden ſkewer for a fork. 
b Sweetmaid! who thinks not ſhoes of leather ſhocking, 
# Nor feels the horrors in a worſted ſtocking; 
* Her temper mild, no huckaback can ſhock, 
aff * for her lovely ** it forms à ſmock. 
« Pleas' d 
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« Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her face that ſhade, 
No graves are robb d for hair to form a braid: 

« Her breaſt of native plumpneſs ne'er aſpires 

& To ſwelling merrytboughts of gauze and wires, 
44 To look like crops of ducks (with labour borne) 
* Stretch'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. 

% With Nature's hips, ſhe fighs not for corł rumps, 
And ſeorns the pride of pinching ftays or jumps; 
« But, pleas'd from whalebone priſons to eſcape, 
6 She truſts to ſimple nature for a ſhape ; 
Without a warming-pan can go to bed, 

« And wrap her petticoat about her head; 

0 Nor ſigh for cobweb caps of Mechlin lace, 

1 That ſhade of Quality the varniſh'd face: 

ce Sweet nymph, like 8 ſhe ſecks el: ſtrawe built 
« nes. | 

« And i in a pair of minutes is undreſt; 

„ Whilſt all the faſbionable female clans, 

og Undreſling, ſeem unloading carayans. 
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No matter from what ſource Contentment ſprings; 
* Tis juſt the ſame i in Cooks as 'tis in Kings; 

And if our ſouls are ſet upon our hair, 3 

Let ſnip-ſnap barbers—nay, let Kings, beware, 

« Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 

5 And cap: like . the ee to our ſkulls. 

cc Tread 


Tread on a 0rm, he ſhows his rage and pain, 
« By turning on the wounding heel again: 

« Nay, ev'n inanimales appear to feel; 

&© On the looſe ſtone, if chance direct your N 

« Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, 
Jo prove the foot was not among its friends ; | 
« And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 

« Ofer the fair ſtocking ſpouts the ſable flood.” 


So ſpoke the Major, with reſentment fir'd ; 
Spoke like a man; indeed, Hike man inſpir'd. 
Some Critic cries, with ſharp, faſtidious look, 

« Bard, bard, this is not language for a Cook.”— 
«O ſnarſer! but I'll lay thee any wager, 

« It is not too ſublime for a Cook Major.” 


% Behold ! to remedy our fad condition,” 
The Major cry'd, < ve cook'd up a Petition: 
© This carries weight with it, or I'm miſtaken, 
* Shall ſhake the Monarch's ſoul, and ſave our bacon.” 
Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud | 
He read Rada to the gaping crowd. 


% 


"Thus nods a pariſh-clerk in en a brief, 


og beg for burnt-out wretches kind relief 
Relief, 
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Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches 

The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches; | 

But (loſt its way) unfortunately ficers | 

To fat churchwardens and fat overſeers ; < 
Improves each diſh, augments the punch and ale; 
And adds new ſpirit to the ſmutty tale. 


THE PETITION OF THE COOKS. 
« YOUR Majeſty's firm friends and faithful Cooks, 
Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs, 
«© Have heard, with heavy hearts and downcaſt looks, 
“That we muſt all be ſhav'd, and put on wigs: 


e You, SiRE, who with ſuch honour wear your Crown, 


7 Should never. r bring on ours N down. 


« Dread Sir l we 665 deem our heads our own, 
„ With ev'ry ſprig of hair that on them ſprings : 


In France, where men like ſpaniels lick the Throne, 


And count it glory to be cuf'd by Kings, 
c Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, 
„Who ſwallows privileges like a ſhark. 


10 


« 


ic 
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« Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance 

« We dare your Sacred Majeſty. aſſure, 
« That there's a diff rence between v5 and France ; 

« And long, we hope, that diff rence will endure. 
« We know King Lzewi 8 would, with pow'r ſo dread, 
« Not only cut the hair off, but the Head. 


« Oh! tell us, Sir, in foyalty ſo true, 
« What dire defigning raggamuffins ſaid, 

« That we, your Cooks, are ſuch a naſty crew, 
Great Sir! as to have crawlers in our head? 

« My Liege, you can't find one through all our houſe; 


Not if you'd give a guinea for a louſe. 


„What creat ure 'twas you found upon your plate 
e We know not; if a louſe, it was not ours: 

% To ſhave each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 

BgBetrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs; 

The a& humanity and juſtice ſhocks : 

“Let him who owns the crawler loſe his locks. 


But grant upon your plate this louſe ſo dread, 
Ho can you ſay, Sir, it belongs to us? 
48 Maggots are found in many a princely head; 
And if a maggot, why then not a louſe ? 
1 | | « Nay, 
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« Nay, grant the fact; with horror ſhould you ſhrink? 
* It could not eat your Majeſty, we think. 


Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings, 


As well as people of inferior. late; Jo 
ce © Quarrelswith Cooks are therefore dangerous things: 
% We cannot anſwer, for your ſtomach's fate; ; 


8 ce For by your ſize, we frank muſt declare, 


+ You feed an more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air. 


« My Liege, an Univerſe hath been your foes; 


« The times have look d moſt ys black ; 
« America hath try'd to pull your noſe; 


French, Dutch, and e, try to bang you | 


& back: 
« would be a ſerious TIM, let us tell ye, 


Were we to buccancer it on your belly. 


« You ſee the ſpirit of your Cooks, then, Sire, - 
« Petermin'd nobly to ſupport their locks; 


85 And ſhould your guards be order d out to fire, 


« Their guns may be oppos d by ſpits and crocks: 


« Knives, forks, and ſpoons, mayfly, with platesa tore 
« And all the thunder of the kitchen r roar. 


ITE 


cc N AT. 


tt 


« 


6c 
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(6 Naz: GarDxER; Yeoman of the Mouth, declares 
1, He'Il join the ſtandard of your injur'd Cooks; 

% Each ſcullion, turnbroche, for redreſs prepares, 
And puts ori very formidable looks: 

c Your women too —imprimis, Miſtreſs Dren; 

« Whoſe eggs are good as ever felt a fire: 


« Next Sweeper-general BiekxLEY, Miſtreſs Mazr, | 
_ « With thatfam'd bell-ringer eall'd Miſtrefs Lomax; 
© AAN SPENCER, guardian of the Neceſſary; 

4 That is to ſay, the neceſſary woman: 

4 All theſe; an't pleaſe you, Sir, fo fierce, determine 
8 705 _ in the cauſe of hair and vermin. 


0 | There's add n nr Miſter Ricnand Dar 
C Who find your Sacred Majeſty in linen, 
& Are ready to ſupport us in our fray— 
F * You can't conceive the paſſion they have been in; 
. They ſwear fo much your ſcheme of ſhaving hurts, 
he Lou than't have pocket-handkerchieſs or ſhirts.” 


8 The — ers, Cale and TAxLOR, curſtthe heme, 


And ſay, hate er we do, the world wo nt blame us; 
© $0 Coupzr ſays, who gives you milk and cream; 
And thos your old friend Miſter Laws Rantus: 


Vor. I. 8 | We. 
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We think your Sacred Majeſty would mutter 
1 At loſs of ſugar milk, Vow cream, d butter. 


ce e an't 0 you, Six, that Miſtref KnvTrox 
« And Miſtreſs Maisnerei, fierce as tiger cats 
© One Overſeer of all the beef and mutton, 
ce The other, Lady Preſident of fprats— 
ce Suppoſe, in oppoſition to your with, 
« This locks away the fleſh, and Mat the fiſh? 


« Suppoſe Jonx CLarxe refute ſupplies of muſtard, 
: © So neceffary to your beef and bacon ? | 

« WILL. Romegrts, all the apple · pye and cuſtard ? 
% Your Majeſty would growl, or we're miſtaken. 

cc Suppoſe that Wers, toplague your ſtomach ſtudying, 

« From Sunday, facrilegious, ſteals the pudding? 


we Suppoſe that Rains» on ru with our corps unites— 
« We mean the man who alt the tallow handles ; 
128 Suppoſe he locks up all the mutton lights, 
& How could your Majeſty contrive for candles? 
4 You' d be (excuſe the freedom of remark) 
= 08 Like fone ee eee Hy in 1 the dark.” 


[14 5 
* 4 
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F* "OM aſſurd you that our grief is great; 
« And oft indeed our feeling it emages, 
« To ſee your Sacred Majeſty beſet | 
« By fuch a gracelefs gang of idle pages: 
« And, with fubmiſtion to your judgment, Sire, 
« We think old Madam Sch wkLlERN EER a liar, | 


« Suppole; Great Sir, that, by your eruel gat, 
The barbers ſhall attack our Humble head; 
And that we ſhould not chooſe to breed a riot, 
| © Becanſe we might not wiſh to loſe our bread j 
© Say, would the triumph o'er each harmleſs Cook 
e MakeGzorcs TRR Trind like ALEXANDER look? 


Dread Sir, reflect on Jounny WILkxEsõ's fate, 
5 Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble; 
| © Wirkzs bade defiance to your frowns and ſtate, 
And got the better in that famous ſquabble ; 
Poor was the victory you wiſh'd to win, 
Which fat the mouth of Evroez on the grin. 
* O King, our wives are in the kitchen toaring, 
All ready in rebellion now to riſe; 
© They mock our humble method of imploring, 
And bid us guard againſt a wir ſurprile: 


8 2 « Yours: 
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« Yours i is the hair,” they ery, © th' Almighty gave ye, 
And not a King in Chriſtendom ſhould ſhave ye.” 


« Lo! on tl event the 8 impatient looks, 
« And thinks the joke is carried much too far: 
« Then pray, Sir, liſten to your faithful Cooks, 
« Nor in the Palace breed a civil war: 
Loud roars our band, and, obſtinate as pigs, 
« Cry, © Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs!” 


THE 


THE 


So UsS.14 0 


AN 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


* 
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CANTO III. 


— — —  — 


| Magnum iter aſcendo, ſed dat mii gloria vires— 
Non juvat ex facili lecta corona jug. PROPERTWS, 


Bold is th' aſcent, but GLoky nerves my pow rs; 
I like to pick on precipices, flow rs. 
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1 8 RE = il 1 of Nion T 
Modeſty of the ſtare—slumbering ſituation of their M-j—s, 
wih a compliment to their conſtancy— The charming PrIN- 
_ cxsz8s afleep—high compliments beſtowed on them—A prophe- 
tic ſuggeſtion of a courtſhip. between one of our Ps INCESSES and 

ſome reat German Duke—An account of Miſter MoxrREus, 
; valgarly called the God of Sleep—his civility to the people, in 
2 giving them pretty dreams, by way, of compenſation for ſhutting 
up their mouths, eyes, and ears, for a dozen or fourteen hours 
together — The ſolemn amuſements of SiTENCE—A Night-pic- 
ture of London—The Palace, a night-ſcene—The goodneſs of 
certain CourT Lon ps to the Matps of Honwouz—Kind em- 
braces placed in a new light, and vindicated—More account of 
the Palace, containing a thirſty fly, a hungry cat, a ſtarved bull - 
dog, and froſt-nipped crickets—An account of MADñAM Fame's 
journey to the Den of Maran Discorp—An account of Ma- 
bau DiscoxD—An inventory of her cell—Account of her ex- 
curſions—her pictures and muſic—her ſudden flight to Bucking- 4 
ham Houſe—afſumes the ſhape of MDA ScCHWELLENBEKG— 
' Whiſpers his Majeſty—The ſpeech to Majeſty—Majefty's fine 
anſwer in his ſleep—Discorxp quits Majeſty—takes the form of 
 Mapan Hacctrvorn—and goes to the Major's bed-fide, and 
Whiſpers rebellion to him Her ſpeech-—The Major fits upright 
in his bed—handles his pig-tail—The Major's moſt pathetic 
curſes—his ſenſible ſoliloquy on wigs—his attack on Kings in ge- 
neral, and praiſe of our moſt gracious King in particular—The 
Major ſtrikes a light—a rich compariſon—viſits a Maſter Cook 
 —Vaſt difference between a battle fought in a field, and in a 
news-paper—The deſcent of the Cooks to the kitchen—A great 
and apt compariſon— The Cooks look about for day-light with 
horror The ſituation of their ſouls deſcribed--finely illuſtrated 
by aGrear Woman's apprehenſions for her fine diamond ſto» 
macher Lord E6L—T—N and an old Maid—A moſt tender and 
_ Juſt apoſtrophe to the frail Farn-ones of the Town—a tear 
S 4 dropped 
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dropped on their unhappy conditjon their part taken by the 


poet, and, in a great meaſure, vindicated—The Poet's thunder. 


bolt launched at a certain great Limb of the Law, by way of 
" pallliation—A ſhort, yet moſt charming reflection on the female 
heart, when in loye The Poet returns to the Cooks—continues 
* bs deſcribe their dread of day-light, by more apt compariſons of 
hungry authors—General Conflagration—Sir W1LL1am Can. 
kt and the Bisyoe of ExE TEA Some alluſſon to his Majeſ- 


* 
Ky 


ty's journey to Exeter—ExtraQts from a manuſcript poem of a 
| Devonſhire Humouriſt, one Foun PLopGnsHazt—The Major 


'vainly endeayours to banjſh his fears by whiſtling, and humming 
a cou ple of tunes The names of the unſucceſsful tunes The 
Major's choice of ther only known | to the great APTHOR of 
| Naruns. | | 
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4 And, in one fortni ight, bawls for different beds! 
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| CANTO THE THIRD, | 


Nicer, like a widow: | in her weeds of woe, | 


Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below; 


Hobgoblins, ſpectres in her train, and cats; 
Owls: round her hooting, mix'd with ſhrieking bats, 


Like wanton Cupids in th' Idalian groye, 


That flickering ſport around the Queen of Loye. 
Now like our Quality, who darkling riſe, 


Each ſtar had op'd its faſhionable eyes; 
| Too proud to make appearance, too well bred, 


Till Sor, the vulgar zoretch, had gone fo bed. 


His wiſdom dead to ſublunary things, 


In leaden ſlumber ſnor'd the beſt of one : 


in ap ber ety with ___ mien, 


„5 #* 4 


Unlike the pair of modern day, that weds, 


Bleſſ 
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Bleſt imp! now Monrhzus o'er each Princeſs ſtole, 
And clos'd thoſe radiant eyes that gs roll ! 
Eyes! Loves bright ſtars! but doom d in vain to ſhine; 
For, ah! what yortth ſhall fay © thoſe orbs are mine?” 
Then, what are eyes, alas! the brightef eyes, 
Forbid to languith on a lover's ſighs wo . 

The pouting lip, the foft Iuxuriant breaſt, 
If coldly fated never to be preſs d? 
Ah, vainly boſe like dew-dad cherries glow; 
And this as vainly vies with Alpine ſhow! 
The breath that gives of Araby the gates, | 
The voice that ſounds enchantment, what WWün! ? 


The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 
Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown ye” : 


But, poſſibiy, ſome ll Duke may move, 
And make a fendre of his heavy love! | 
His wide dominions—miles, p'rhaps, nine or ten; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx—fifty men! 
But lo! his heart, the fount whence 3 ſprings, 
Swell'd with the richeſt blood of ancient kings ! 
He comes ! not for high | birth, his own before! 
| Great Duke! he comes to woo our golden ore, 
And add (how truly happy Britain' s fate * 


Another leech to ſuck the fangnine State; | 
| To 
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To join (compoſing what a goodly row !) 
The Place-broker, old Senw-—— and Bo. 


Now Moxenevs (in compaſſiog to mankind, 
Made, hy his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 
Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating ſoul, = 
To recompenſe him for the time he ftole ;- 

| Bade the heau dance, his Delia melt away, 

Who box'd his ears ſo cruel through the day; 

; Of ancient damſels eas d the loveſick pains, 


Brought back loſt charms, and fill d their laps with 


Gave placid cuckoldain a conſtant dame; [ſwains; 
To brainleſs authors, bread and cheeſe and fame; 
Made driw' ling Monarchs ſchemes of wiſdom plan, 
And Nature's rankeſt coward kill his man; 
Gave to the chap-fall'n courtier wealth and power, 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour, | | 
Though tip-toe d, hawk like, watchful all the while, 
To ſeize the fainteſt glimpſe of Royal mile; 
Bade happy Aldermen aſſume new airs, 
Be: chain d with all the ſplendor of Lord Mayra; 
And bade them too (without a groat to Pay) 
Re-gobble all the turtle of the day: 

Bade G think his might could match a "ROY 
And Cxazgs fancy he could build a houſe ;. | 
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And Lavy Mopgr, th antipodes of Grace, 
Think that ſhe does uot Ae, vith ber face, 
N Of g 103 £ 
Now Sunvendb d 55 e falk'd the = "i 
As if ſhe woremdlannel pair of ſhoes, 
Lone liſt ning, as the Poets well remark, 
To falling mill- ſtreams, and the maſtiff's bark; 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, moſt mournful tales; 
To hoot of 'owls amid the duſkyvales, 
To hum of bectles, and the bull-frog's ſnore, 
The ſpectre's fhrick, and ocean's drowzy roar. 
Lull'd was each ſtreet of London to repoſe, 
Saye where it echo d to a WiaTcnman's noſe ; 
Or where a WATCHMAN, with ear- piereing rattle, 
Rous d his brave brothers from each box to battle; 
Jo fall upon the CynTmas of the night, 
Sweet Nymphs ! whoſe ſole proſeſſion is Delight 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs purſue, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue | 
Thus on the flies of evening ruſh-the bats, 
46 ä 55 eee _— 


7 St 1 was the Palace, ſave where now-and-then 


T 10 tell⸗ tale feet of loye-defi gning men, | 
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Night- wand ring Lords, ſoſt patting on the floor, 

Of Maids of Honour ſought the chamber door; 
Obliging door! that, op' ning to the tap, 

Admitted Lords to take a ſocial nap, 

And chaſe moſt kindly from each timid maid 

The ghoſts that frightful haunt the midnight ſhade: : 


For very horrid * tis, we all muſt own, 


For poor defenceleſs Nymphs to lie alone ; 


Since nights arc often doleful, dark, and drear, 

And raiſe in gentle breaſts a world of fear. 

Nay, were not Lords ordain'd for Ladics' charms; 
To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms? 

Yes! and like lock'd-up gems thoſe charms to keep, 
Amidſt the ſpectred 15 of ſleep. 

How wicked then to fly i in NaTuRE's face, 

And deal damnation on a kind embrace! 

Pardon, ye grave Divities, this doctrine iran; ge, 
Who think my morals may have cauglit the mange. 
Still was the Palace, fave where ſome poor fly, 
With thirſt juft ready to drop down and die, 

Buzz'd faint petitions to his Maker's car, | 

To ſhow him one ſmall drop of dead ſmall beer; 
Save where the cat, for mice, ſo hungry, watching, 
Swore the lean animals were ſcarce worth catching; : 
Save where the dog ſo gaunt, in grumbling tone, x 


By dreams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 
Save 
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Save where, with throats to ſounds of hortor firain'd, 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatiſms cotaplain'd, 
Lamenting ſore, amid a Royal hold, 

«& How hard that nen ſhould be kill'd by cold!” 


Now Fang to 8 5 dreary manſion flew, 

To tell the Beldame more than all ſhe knew, 

Who, at the Devil's table, for her work, 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork: 

Disconp, a ſleepleſs hag, who never dies, 

With ſnipe-like noſe, and ferret- glowing eyes, 

Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard ſupply d. 
Poor crackling joints, and wither d parchment hide, 

As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 
Had clubb d their yellow heads to form her ſkin; 

Disconp, who, pleas'd a univerſe to ſway, 

Is never half fo bleſs'd as in a fray: 

Disconp, to deeds, indeed, moſt daring giv n, 

Who bade vile Satan raiſe a duſt in Heav'n; 

Stirr d up the ſweeteſt angels to rebel, 
And ſunk the faireſt forms to darkeſt Hell; 
Bade, by her din, the humbleſt ſpirits riſe, 2 

| Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies; 

For which they very proper ly were ſent, 
Unhappy Legions | l into baniſhment; 
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addin 'd, for ſuch moſt abominable finning, 
To broil. on charcoal, with eternal grinning. 


8 who W d to the jealous Cain, 
« Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brain JP 
Which Cain perform'd, in godlineſs unſtable, 
That foe to piety and brother Abel: 
Discoxp, who haunts poor G——'s maudlin Dame, 
And makes her Duke of wiſdom cry out © Shame!” 
Who, after dinner, for her honours ſcreams, 
And graſps a Britiſh crown in drunken dreams; 
Then roars as though (what richly ſhe deſerves) 
The D-ke had clapp'd a-broomſtick to her nerves: 
DiscorD, who alſo often'doth profane , 
The goodly ftreets and courts of Drury- lane; 


Where bawd meets b. Ws eto PEW 


drunk, 
Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abuſes punk: 


Disconp, delighting in the wordy war, ee 


The pillar of the Senate and the Bar: 
Disconb, who makes a ##** delight in ode 
Slight“ Square of Hanover for Tott'nham Road; 


Where, with the taſte ſublime of Goth and Vandal: 


He orders the worſt works of heavy Handel; 


» einm Rooms are in'this Square in which i i bean the 
celebrated Profeſſional Concert. 
I | | Encores 


Is © * — 2. 
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Encores himſelf, till all the audience gape; 
And ſuffers not a quaver to eſcape: 

Drscorp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all ok, 
12 ever warrin wg with a n repoſe | 


When Faux ardiv'd, the ſhaving bie to tell ; 
Pleas'd was the red-ey'd Fury in her cell, 5 
Where ſcorpions crawl'd, where ſcreech'd that noiſy 
Known in Great Britain by the name of Owr, : 
Bats ſhriek'd, and grillatalpas join'd the found, 
Cats ſquall'd, pigs whine and adders his d around. 


Cloſe to the "TY wave her 8 . | 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day: 
Hence on black. wing the Had was wont ap roam, 755 
And j join the witches mid the ſtormy glootn; 
Howl with delight amid the thunder s roar; 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy ſhore; 
See, midſt each flaſh, the heads of ſeamen riſe, | 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries. 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung, . 
of tos 1 8880 names in 5 ng 


* This was 4 3 CHO Ries Pon that 1 not 
long fince, when his *** and the Orcheſtra were Jeff 46. chem- 
ſelves and God ſave the King, & > 
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* with ſpread arms, whom Grace and Fury fill, 
Thund'ring damnation; ſtar'd Stentorian HILL: 

There curs'd, Sir JosE PH BAx Es, in queſt of fame, 
At finding fleas and lobſters not the ſame. 

Here a prime fav'rite, of a fainted band, 

Hell in his heart; and torches in his hand ; 

Lox Grone, by mobs huzza'd, and, what is odd, 
Burning poor Papiſts for the love of God; 

Pleas'd as old Nero on each falling dome, 

Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome! 

There, in reſpect to Kings, not over nice, 

That Revolution- ſinner Doron PRlieE; 3 
Whoſe labours, in a moſt uncourtly ſtile; 

Win not; like gentle Burke's, the Royal ſmile; 

Gain not from good Drvixxs both praiſe and thanks, 
Call'd; by the wicked; '**Gofpel Mountebanks, 
«-Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ftation 
“ Puffing off idle naſtrums of Salvation; | 
e Who, where the milk and honey 8 reſort, 
Like rooks in corn fields, black'ning all the Court.” ” 
Here, leading all her bears ſo ſavage forth, : 
Wild ragd the Amazonian of the North, 

With Rox leagu'd, tattack the Turkiſh hive, 
And leave not half a Muſſulman alive: 5 | 
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« But nebber wiſh on ſuſh as dis to look: ; 
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There ſtorm'd a VIx Ex, far and near renown'd 
For ſweetneſs, meekneſs, piety praſound; 

Her Sons abuſing (in abuſes old), 

With all the fury of a German ſcold! 

Theſe, with ſome ſcores, were ſeen, of 8 1 
Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame! 


The form of Maran ScuwELLENBERG ſhe took, 


Her broken Engliſh, garb, and fin-like look; 
Then ſought the Palace, and the Royal ear, 

And whiſper'd thus, Mine God, Ser, nebber fear— 
* Oh, pleaſe your Majeſty, you ver ver right: 

e Shave all de raſcal, if but out of ſpite. 

Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 
Not able, O mine God! for ſhave a cook 
Dat like a king, I fay, what can't do dat? 
Mine God! pray haf more ſpirit dan a cat. 
Ser, in mine court, de prince be great as king 


« He ſcorn to ax one word about a ting. 
Mine Gad! de cook muſs nebber dare make groan, | 
Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul . 


« "Tis de dam Englis only, dat can ſa, 
« © Boh! fig for king! by God, Tl Bay . 


„ haf ſee Court engage —a Prince — Dook, 


; « I ſay 
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« T ſay yer often to myſelf Goode God ! 
I nebber viſh a crown mine head for load 
« do not viſh myſelf more greater efils: 
« A King of Englis be a King of defils. 
« To puniſhment de louſy raſcal bring, 
And ſhow,dem all vat 'tis for be a King. 
« America, haf cover us vid ſhame ; 
„Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam ugliſh name; 
« And ſal de paltry Cook be conqueror too?— 
No, God forbid ! as dat vill nebber do. 
De hair muſs fall before your royal eye, 
« 'Tis ſometing, fags! to triumph 'pon cates 
Pleas'd with her voice, the King of Nations finil'd, 
For Pow'r with Monarchs is a fav'rite child: 
% What! what! not ſhave em, ſhave em, ſhave em, 
e ſhave em? 
9 Not all the world, not all the — ſhall. ſave em. 
« Ll ſheer em, ſheer em, as I ſheer my ſheep.” — 
Thys ſpoke che mighty Mobarch in his fleep: 
Which proves that Kings in flcep a ſpeech may make, 
Eval to what they utter broad e | 


char with the miſchief full o on | Faney' s view, 


| Quick to the Major 5 room the Fury flew: 1 33 
Go ob 1 | . Put 
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Put off the form of SchwELLENBERG, and took 
Of Mavan Hacczrvorn the milder Took: 

A woman, in whoſe foul no guile is ſeen, | 

The Miſtreſs of the Robes to our good Queen— 
A Queen, who really has not got her peer; 

A Queen, to this our kingdom wondrous dear; 
Which ſhows, however folks are apt to ſport, 
That all the Virtues may be found at court. 
Now, in the Mazor' s ear the Beldame faid, 

«© Yan Dixon—Yav, you muſt not, man, be raid. 
47 I like muſh your peteeſhon to de King, 

«. ThoughGzorczwillfwear'tis dam, dam ſaucy ting; 


ec And ſwear, dat as his foul is to be fave, 


6 Dat ebbry von of you ſal all be ſhave: 


% Yay Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 


4% Dan be de laugh (mine Gote 90 of all de town. 


c De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, 


Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de ſtreet. 


De ſame (mine Gote!)'vill chimney-ſweep behave, 
« And cry, ©Dere go de blockhead dat was ſhave: 


« © Dere go von poor ſhave fellow!” cry de Trull, 
* Becauſe he had de louſe upon his ſcull.” 


& know he ſay, dat you fal louſe your lock, 
1 Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o clock. 


661 tink 
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I tink dere may be battle —nebber mind, 
« I hope dat Godamighty wilł be kind. 
„What if de King make noiſe about de houſe, 
For noting but dis dam confounded louſe; 
He be but von, you know; an den for: you, 
Mine Gote } YancDixox, you is fifty-two: 
« Tink, LAN, how GSORE was frighten by de mob, 
« When Lord GRORGE Gon pox make dat burnin job. 
« Mine Gote! Yan; mind me, rader loſe 5 _ 
Dan ſuffer ſuch dam naſty dam diſgrace. 
# tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yay,” 
« His Majeſty be ver goot ſort of man; 
Rut ver ver like indeed as oder men, 
« at iS, 2 leetel ſtubborn now an den. 

« Tink, Yan, of dat'ver ugly ting, a wig, 
For pot-boy and de pot-girl run der rig 
Boh! filthy ting, enough de deffil ſcare; 
And made perhap of diſmal dead man's hair! 
J fal not wonder if, dy foul for ſhock, | 
A ghoſt come ſeize upon der ſtolen lock. 
No, fags! nor vonders if dey come an 50 
De vig vid muſh, muſh fury from dy ſcull. 
„Pon ſom Poor ſtrumpet head perhap dat 17 857 1 
1 * Dat dic of dam diſſorder, naſty toad!“ - 
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Thus ſaying, lo! the Fury made retreat, 

And left the Lord of Saucepans in a ſweat. 

Juſt like King Richard in his tent, Jonx rear d, 
And verily a man of woes appear d. 

Now handling bis ſmall pig-tail, Now you're herc, 
Exclaim d the Major, but not long, I fear : 

. Perhaps ſame good may follow this ſame dream, 
% And xefohition mar this ſhaving ſchene. 
Curs d be the Louſe that ſo muell miſchief bred, 
«© And yields to barbers' boys the luirmleſs head: 

« Curs'd be the razor-maket, durꝭ d the prig 
% Who thought upon that greaſy thing a wig. 

“. Sure, twas ſome mangy beaſt, ſomè ſcabby rogue, 
« Who brought a thing ſo filthy into vogue 
* Had NAruxE meant the ſcare- crow to be worn, 

« Infants with wigs hall certainly been bon. 
“But lo! with little hair, and that uneurt'd, 
But not with cg, they come into the world! 

* What ſhame, that ſheep, that horſes, eos, and bull, 

c Should club their tails, to furniſh Chriſtian ſculls! 
But what a ſacrilegious ſhame, the dad 

Can't keep, poor fouls, their Jocks upon their head! 

„ What ſhame, the ſpectres, in the, miduight air, 


4 Should wander, . en plunder d hair! 
Er 5 | 7M Curs d 
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d be the ſhaving plan, I ſay again, 

« Although the bantling of a Royal brain??? 
Thus curs'd the Major to Nreurt's liſt' ning ear, 
Enough to turn a Chriſtian pale to hear! 
Thus, heedleſs of hereafter, for a pin 
Will men and women run their ſouls in fin!” 
Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air; 
And now ſoliloquy' d with folemn ſtaree 

« Drunk with dominion. ,corg'd with arial 
« With Folly teeming, doz'd by Flatt'ry's draughts, 1 
« Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams, 
« And think their brains dull en es 

e fireams,” f 10 

7 Too many a monarch lives - but, lo! not a pi 


A King, we Wisnont's very ſelf devours;” ” 

« Snaps at arts, ſciences, where'er they riſe, 

e With all the fire of boys at butter flies. 
4 Such cannot ſurely own a little heart; 3 

Therefore our locks and we may never part.” 2 : 

Now, from a ſtool, a tinder-box he took, OY s 


And fiercely with the ſtone the ſteel he kuck; ; 
And, after many unflicceſeful ſhocks, Fry”: 
The ſparks inflam'd the tinder in the box ; 
Which, by a match which Jon did ſagely handle, 


Gave ſudden luſtre to a farthing candle. 
1 * uus, 
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Thus, if {may things with great we may compare, 
We ſee hard pedagogues, with furious air, 

Strike with the fiſt, and often with a ſtick, 

Light through a ſcholar's ſeull, ten inches thick. 


Now, full illuminated, Dixox ſtole, 
Where lay a Maſter-cook within his hole: 
From whence, to all th inferior Cooks they went, 
Inclin'd to Oppolition's hig intent; | 
But, not ſo fierce,” alas! for i 9 
As in the aid ning, bullying Petition; 
and vapopult 


e 


1.8 on 42 0 of 1 —— ths on paper. 
Thus, in the hiſt ry of. cach dire campaign, 
More carnage loads the news- paper than plain, 
And now the Cooks and Scullions left each neſt; 
And HOW, hepprd, they one and all were dreſt. 


Lo! ſullen to the Lich mon'd the throng, | 
Gloom on each eye, and ſilence on each tongue; 
How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier! 
But, ah! impreſs'd with forrow, more fincere ; 

For oft, at tombs, with joy the boſom burns 
There, tis the ſable black alone that mourns, = 
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Now making, with a few dry chips, a fire, 

They ſullen fat, their grief commix'd with ire; 
Sad ruminating all around the flame, 

Like Harry and his band, of deathleſs name, 

Near Agincourt, expectant of the day 1 

Big with the horrors of a bloody fray; © 
A fray that threaten'd his poor little band. 
To ſweep it, juſt like ſpiders, to that land 

Terra incognita yclep'd, which ſtretches ; 

Afar—of which, imperfect are our ſketches; 

Since all who have ſurvey'd this diſtant bourn, 

So welcom'd, were not ſuffer'd to return. | 
Thus did the Cooks expect the fatal morn, 

When, ae, Hike, —F * was to 122 thorn, 


Now to the en eaſt PR caſt thieit + fight, 
And wiſh'd,. but vainly, an eternal night: 

Not with leſs pleaſure ſtares upon the day, 

The wretch condemn d hard Nature's debt to pay; 
Condemn'd ere ngon to act a deed ahhorr d: 

Jo ſtreteh, for Juſtice” ſake, the ſatal cord: 

Not with leſs pleaſure ſhrunk (unknown to agb 
A meat, drink, ſnuff, and diamond-loying Dame, 
When told, “ That if poor Haſtings went to pot, 


W Away went pearls, and jewels, and What not, 4 
“Torn 
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« Torn from the ſtomacher ſo fine, yet foul, 
« Which Av'zics thirfted for, and Ràrixx ſtole:“ 
Not with leſs pleafure, in the vale of life, 
Poor EcL-w-T-x beheld a youthful wife, 
(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, fweet flow'r, to bloom; 
Ah! forc'd to ſhine, a fun-beam, on a tomb) 
That blooming youthful wife, inclin'd to ſtray 


With HAu-Lrox, all in a billing way; 


Juſt like two turtles, or a pair of lambs, _ 
Or ewes fo playſul with the friſky rams: 


Not with leſs glee an old and hopeleſs maid 
Surveys the ſun aſcending from the ſhnade; 
A ſun, that gives a younger ſiſter's charms, | 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms: 
Not with leſs joy, that raging chaſte old maid 
Sees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Eſcape the whip and gaol, and hemp befide; 
By means of gentle MisrEn Jusrres Hype. 
Sweet wrecks of 'beauty ! though, with aſpic eye, 
And glance diſdainful, Pxvpzx paſs them by, ; 
With mincing ſtep, and ſquinting cautious dread, 
As though their looks alone contagion ſhed. | 
I view each pallid wu ETH with grief fincere, 


And call on Prry for her tend reſt tear, 
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See, on their cheeks, the bluſh of Virus burn; 9 
Hear from their ſouls the figh of Rvin mourn; 11M 
View, veil'd in Honkon's gloom, their ſwimming eyes, 
Beaming with hopeleſs withes to the ſkies, 

Like the pale Moon's dim ſolitary form, 

Wrapp'd in the darkneſs of the midnight ſtorm. 

Too oft,” by Tzzxca'xx's winning ſmile betray'd, 

Too fondly truſting, falls the fimple maid! 

Too many a Ty—L—z walks the world of woe, 

To foul of Innocrxes the ſacred ſnow! 

To love, yet nurſe the thought of villain art, 

How hard a leſfon for the e ee ab 

Too hard a leſſon for the ſemile foul, 

Where Love | no partner owns, and ſcorns bontiddl 


c 


601 


Not with leſs pleaſure d doth a Poet look, 
 Qnemalcatticifin, which.damns his bock, 

Or recommends it to that peaceful ſhore, 3 

Where b books . N are never heard of more,: 
Than fook d each man, with lengthen'd boding beard, 
On that ſad morn, which doom d them to be ſhear d: 
Not with leſs pleaſure, likewiſe, let me ſay, 

A hungry author ſees his dying play; 135 

Child of his dotage, who ſurveys its fall, 

Ja'ss Waben ü view the tumbling Ball 


4. 0 hd 
"B+ © q » * 1 
. 1 


When 
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When ſun, moon, ſtars, and all the diſtant ſpheres, 
Burſt in one general wreck about their cars. 

Not with leſs pleaſure did“ SIX WILETAu's eye 

See SOMERSET's bold wing deſert its ſæy; 

A fall, at which the Nation's purſe exolaims, 

That thund'ring cruſh'd the back of roaring THAurs: 
Not with leſs pleaſure did Six WILEIAMs ear, 

A ſecond craſh. of this fam d fabric hear; 

When poor SIR Joshua, with his painting band, 
Swore the dread day of judgment juſt at hand. 

Not with leſs glee, tent 10 18 of his droſs, 

Ross ſtarted Reader! ngt the Man of Ro | 
When MaJjesrtrY, to reſt his royal head. 
Afk'd of che Church's mitred.Son a bed. 


Poor 


* 116% ict 


* This 1 1: ain Ned * place of nl of the 
Board of Works, to the Kingdom's ſurpriſe; but demerit in Build- 
ing, as well as in Painting, is a ſufficient recommendation to a cer. 
 fain ſpecies of PATRONS, particularly if the Profeſſors are deſpiſed 
by the people at large. It is the money of this Nation that is 
ſought for, not the merit. The circumſtance of being a foreigner 
too (for this ſame S12 WILLIAM CHAMBERS f is a Swede), carries 
with it another Rrong claim t to > fayouritiſm? * 


+ The prefent pf Ty Barre, Sho, __ his Wc 
viſited that ancient City lately, 200 handſomely excufed. himſelf the 
\ honour of entertaining his RovAL MAsrER, by hilleting him upon 
Dean BuLLERr. The following lines, extracted from a manu- 
105 * of one Jour PLOUGHSHARE, called The 
Ro vA 


* 4 
1 
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Poor Man | who proving, like his Sovereign, poor, 
Begg'd him to . at wy Drax BuLLer's door; 


I 


BuLLER, 


| Rovar, PrRoGRESs, we think, will elucidate this part of our Epic, 


and not be unacceptable to our readers, 


© In comm'd the King at laſte to town, 
With douſt and zweat az nutmeg brown, 
The hoſſes all in ſmoke; 
* Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 
Red colours vleeing, roaring, dringing, 
* Zo mad zeem'd all de voke. 


« Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll, 
All over douſt we ſpied 'Squizz RoLLE, 5 
_ * Cloſe by the King's coach trattin; 
No ſhoving in the coach his head, | 
« Meaning (we thoft) it might be 280, ard 
« *SqQvIRE ROLLE and GeorGE be chattin.” 


No went the ALptezmen and May's, 
* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 
© The Royal voke to ken; | 
When MEasTer May's, upon my — 
* Pok'd to the King a gert long ſword, . 
* Which he pok'd back agen. 


© Now thooſe that ERS his Worlhip flood, : 

« Declar'd it clumſily was dood ; _ abi 6s 
© Yet SqQuirr, the, ves Zays. 4 „ 

« Brandiſh'd a gert hoſs er. pipe, . 

To make un in his lefſvn 1 
That took up 1 
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BuLLER, who took his wand' ring maſter in, 
And ſtuff d with corn and oil his ſcrip and ſkin; 
For which (on gratitude ſo wont to dote) 

The Monarch ol a Dane eee a groat ! 


O glo- 
Now down droo Vore-ſtreet did they com, 
© Zum hallowin, and fcreeching zum: 
+ Now trudg'd they to the Dzan's; 
© Becaze the BIs Hor zent mun word, 
& A could not meat and drink a rd, Ft 
& . the meaus. 


A zed, that, 4 az vor he, poor man, 
„ A had not got a pot or pan, ; 


“% Nor ſpoon, nor knive, nor vork; 8 
„That he was weak, and ould, and fqueal, 
« And zeldom made a hearty meal, 

And zeldom drade a cork.” 


© Indeed, a is a moderate man, 
And 20 be all the clargy clan, 

That with un come to chatter; 
Who, when they're ax'd to a glaſs of wine, 
To one the wother they tip the fign, 

And beg W 1 water. 


Then az vor renn there _ 
A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, ; 
«© They were 20 ſmall,” a zed; 
% And, as vor beds, they wudn't do, 
In number about one or two, | 
* Vor * and Joan the aid, 


4 1 | ; « In 
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O glorious act] an act, how ſeldom ſeen ! 
O what a day of gladneſs for the Dean! 
A gift ſo rare, ſo noble, ſo ſublime, 

Will ſtupefy the ſons of diſtant time. 
This, let the BuLLer Family record; 

This brittle treaſure let the BuLLsrs hoard; 
Yet ſhow, exulting, upon gala days, 


To bid ſome favour'd GuesrT admire and _ 


Now did the Major hum a tune fo fad ! 
Chromatic—in the robes of ſorrow clad : 


e Tn vooliſh things, a wudn't be cort; 
« *T'was ſtoopid to treat vokes for nort;z- 
No; twazn't heeſe deſire. 
« Feet, too, waz to an eend; 
% The King woud never more vor'n 4 
Fo lift un one peg higher. 


And yet vokes zay's a man ©? ſenſe, 
“ Honeſt and good—but hoardth his pence; 
0 « Can't peart with drink nor meat: 
And then why vore?” the peepel rail :— 
To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail— 
Orr WEYMoUTH o' Long Leat.“ 


& Well, to the Dx AN's, bounce in they went. 
And all the day in munchin ſpent, 
And guzlin, too, no doubt; 
= And, while the Gentry drink'd with, 
The Mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
ents (A145 & Got roaring drunk about. 


287 


But, 
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But, lo! the ballad could not fear controul, 

Nor exorciſe the Barbers from his ſoul : 
And now his lifted eyes the cieling ſought ; 
And now he whiſtled—not for want of thought, 
A mournful air the whiſtling Majox choſe: 

Still on his rolling eye the razors roſe. 
From grave to ſprightly now he chang' da jig— 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wav'd the wig ; 
Still ſaw his eye alarm'd, the * Scratch abhorr'd, 
Like wild Macheth's, the viſionary ſword.— 
Thus, from what Kings, alas ! may fancy fun, 
His loving ſubjects may be glad to run: 

20 hus, when Sa1nTSwrTHEeN from his fountain pours, 
 (SainT SWITHEN, tutelary Saint of ſhow' rs) 
Beaux ſkip, belles ſcamper, fly the cocks and hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the ſhelt'ring pens; 
While 1o! the waddling ducks Te Deum utter, 
Flap their glad wings, and gabble Reach the gutter, 


Sing, Ae or, 10 our ante not Ebnmplete, 
What air he humm' d, and whiſtled all fo ſweet. 
_ Hows, of evITy thing minutely ſpeaks, | : ; 


From Heaven's eee to a ny! 8 beef-ſicaks 


* A ſwall wig, or rations an 3 . a wig, 11 called, and 
generally worn by our moſt amiable and auguſt Monarch. 


; | Then 
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Then let us, Musk, adopt a march ſublime, | 

And try to rival Howzt with our rhime; 

Who, had a vrr, in Juxo's treſſes bred, 

Dropp'd on divine Mrnzzva's wiſer head; 

Or Coox-like FLEA, exploring ſome new track, 

Hopp d from the clouds to AcamEMNoN's back; 
The Bax p had ſung the fall in verſe divine, 
And Cxrrics heard the ſound along the line. 
Jovs call'd his Juxo only ſaucy bitch ; 
The Por thought it would his ſong entich : 
Jovs, too, juſt threaten'd, with ſome birchen rods, 
To whip her publicly before the Gods; 
The Bar (though but a flogging-bout at moſt) 
Deem'd it indeed too ſacred to be loſt: 
Jovx call'd his daughter only bitch and fool, 
(Poor PALLAs, treated like a girl at ſchool) 
Threaten'd to ham-ftring her ſix fav'rite nags, 
And tear her bran-new phacton to rag; i 
The BAR D, who never wrote an idle word, 
Bade his bold verſe, the Gop's bold ſpeech record: 
And had the TuuxD'rEx. but broke wind, the ſong 
Had, imitative, borne the blaſt along. 
Then be it known to all the world around, 
To folks above, and people under ground, 

Vor. I. | U To 
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| To fiſh and fowl, and every creeping thing 
| Lillibullero, and God fave the King, 

| Were actually the very airs he choſe ! 

| But whereſoreGop ALmicnry only knows! 


| 
| 
| # 
| 
| 
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THE 


THE 


AN. 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


CANTO IV. 


U 2 


THE ARGUMENT. 


wy 
» 


MoxninG and MajES Tx get out of bed together—A nk ſolemn 
and pathetic addreſs to the Muſe, with reſpe& to Omens—A ſe- 
rious complaint againſt the Omens for their non- appearance on ſo 
inportant an occaſion—The wives and daughters of the Cooks 
| ſeek the Palace, to encourage their huſbands—A beautiful com- 
pariſon of cocks and hens—The diſmay of the Cooks—The na- 
tural hiſtory of eyes MISTER Ramvs enters the kitchen—Mrs- 
TER RAMUS is praiſed for dexterity in ſhaving MaIEsTY—Mis- 
TER Ramus's conſequence with MajesTY ſuperior to that of 
great Miniſters—M1sTER Rauus's namby-pamby name Billy, 
given by MajEsTy—The dread occationed by MtsTER Ra- 
_ Mvs's appearance amongſt the Cooks—M1sTER SECKER, Clerk 
of the Kitchen, enters in a paſion—MisTESSECKER threatens 
tremendouſly—A ae of one of the Cooks nobly anſwers Mrs- 
TER SECKER, and vows oppoſition—MisTER SECKER replies 
with aſtoniſhment, vociferation, and threat—The HSROINE's 
rejoinder to Mrs TER Raus, with much ſarcaſm—MisTER 
SECKER groweth very wroth—ſtudieth revenge—PRVUDENCE ap- 
peareth to him, and adminiſtereth great and wholeſome advice— 
 Pavpence becalmeth the Clerk of the Kitchen—A ſecond He» 
ROINE appeareth, ſpeechifieth and threateneth—ſlily alludeth to 
the immenſe wealth of male MajesTyY, and the heaps of dia- 
monds belonging to female MajesTY—praiſeth her huſband's 
cleanlineſs, and denieth a louſe-exiſtence in his head, and ſquint- 
eth at Mis TER SEckEx as the probable owner of the animal 
MrsTER SECKER rageth a ſecond time One of the fineſt com- 
pariſons in the world, between Mis TER SECKER in a paſſion, 
and a LEG or Murrox and Tux xirs in the pot The PoE r 
pauſeth, moralizeth, and trembleth at that Devil, lately intro- 
duced to the world, called EayAL IT v, the enemy of MajzsTY 


oe of the ſweeteſt lines in the world on the occaſion— 
V3 Pxv · 


"Ht 
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PxvUDENCE re-entereth to becalm Mis TEX SSck ER, by clappin 
her hand on his mouth—An inexpreſſible apt bottle. of. mel. ber 
compariſon— The Coox-Major riſes in wrath, and is very ſa. 
tirical on Misrzx SEecxerR—The CIERE or Tus Kitcusy 

replies with intrepidty—A great deal of good Company ruſhes 
into the kitchen - Mis rk SECKER commands filence, and an. 
nounces the will of his Sovereign The So VE ETI eloquently 
annoumceth alſo his own will A fveet and ſublime compariſon, 
equal to wy ching! in Homes. | 


= THE 


THE 


CANTO THE FOURTH. 


WITH beautcous Launznr's bluſh, and Russ kx 
ſmiles, 55 „ 

Aurora peep d upon the firſt of Iſles; 

And lo, to bleating flock, and whiſtling bird, 

Uproſe the Sun, and uproſe G. Taz THD, 

Who left his Queen ſo charming, and her room, 

To talk of hounds and horſes with the Groom. 

Say, Musk, what! not one cloud with low'ring looks, 

To gloom compaſſion on the heads of Cooks? 

What ! not one ſolitary omen ſent: 

Not one ſmall fign, to tell the great event? 

On CarTo's danger, clouds of ev'ry ſhape 

Hung on the firmament their diſmal crape; 

AvRoka wept, poor girl, with ſorrow big ; 

And Paapus roſe without his golden wag ! 

But now the ſkies their uſual manners loſt, 

The ſun and moon, and all the ſtarry hoſt! | 
| U 4 Ns 
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No raven at the window flapp'd his wings, 0 
And croak d portentous to the Cooks of Kings; 
No horſes neigh'd, no bullocks roar'd ſo ſtout; 
No ſheep, like ſheep be-devill'd, ran about ; 

No lightnings flaſh'd, no thunder deign'd to grow}; 


No walls re-echo'd to the mournful owl; 
No jack- aſs bray d affright; no ghoſt gan wail 
No comet threaten'd empires with his tail; 
No witches, wildly ſcreaming, rode the br oom 5 
No pewter platters danc'd about the room. 

Thus unregarded droop d each menac'd head, 


As though the omens all were really dead ; 
As unregarded (what a horrid ſlur!) 
As thou gh the Monarch meant to ſhave acur! 


Now to the kitchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damſel ſweet, and daring dame, | 
The wives and daughters of thoſe Cooks forlorn 
Whoſe luckleſs heads were threaten'd to be ſhorn: 
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand, 
To cheer their huſbands, pour'd the boaſtful Band 
Thus, when the ancient Britons ruſh'd to battle, 
Their wives intrepid join'd the general rattle ; 
Encouraging their huſbands in the fray, | 
Fo or fear ſome — 4 rogues might run away: 

O " o- 
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0 glorious act !—repelling coward fear. — : >. 


Thus cocks fight hraveſt when the hens are near. 


Now on the band of Ladies ſtar'd the Cooks, -- * 
And ſeem'd to ſhew hair-ruin in their looks, 
Great is the eloquence of eyes indeed— - 
Much hiſt'ry in thoſe tell- tale orbs we read! 
What though no bigger than a button-hole, 
Yet what a wondrous window to the ſoul! + - 
The boſom's joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, 
In lively coloprs are depicted here f: 
Now to the crowded kitchen Raus ſprings, 
Raus, call'd BiLLy by the beſt of Kings; 
Who much of razors and of ſoap-ſuds knows, 
Well ſkill'd to take Great Czxsar by the noſe; 
Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a truſty Page, | 
Who often puts great Stateſmen in a rage; 
Poor Lords! compell'd againſt their will to wait, 
Though aſs-like laden with affairs of State, 
Till Page and Monarch finiſh deep diſputes 
On buckſkin breeches, or a pair of boots! 


, Billy, a pretty name of love, ſo ſweet, 
Familiar, eaſy, for affection meet! 
„ | Thus 
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Thus formal Patrick is transform'd to Paddy ; 
And Father, by the children chriſten'd Daddy - 
And OLIvxR, who could e'en Kings control, 
By many a thouſand is baptiz d OLp Nox L. 


Speak, RzA DER, didſt thou ever ſoe a ghoſt? 
If ſo—thou ſtoodeſt ſtaring, like a poſt : 
Thus did the Cooks on BILLY Ramvs ſtare, 
Whoſe frightful preſence porcupin'd each hair. 
Now'enter'd * SzcxrR—and now thus he ſpoke :— 
This Louſe affair's a very pretty joke! 
& Arn't you aſham'd of it, you dirty dogs ?— 
|  & Zonnds! have you all been ſleeping with the hogs? 
* But mind—you'll be, to all your great delight, 
« Bald as ſo many coots before tis night. 
No murmurs, gentlemen—'tis all in vain: 
„When Monarchs order, who ſhall dare complain?” 
Now from the female Band, a HxRONE rav'd, 
« G-d curſe me, if my huſband ſhalt be ſhav'd ! 
*« You ſhan't, you ſhan't the fellow's head diſgrace; 
« I fay the man ſhall ſooner loſt his place. 
« Wigs, like the very devil, L loath, I hate— 
* And curſe me, if a uightcap hugs his pate.”--- | 


* Late Clerk of the Kitchen, | 
1 . | « How, 
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« How, Imrupznce !” the wrathful SrexER cry'd, 

With horror ſtaring, and a mouth yard-wide--- 

Where, where's my ſtick, "_ cane, my whip, my 
c“ ſwitch ? | | 

« Who taught rebellion t'ye, you ſaucy b---h ?”... 

« Myſelf,” with hands akembow, cry'd the Dame: 

© Ttell ye, Miſter Sgckkn, ttis a ſhame; 

“I tell ye that the Cooks will all be fools, 

« Jo ſuffer razors to come near their ſkulls. 

& Bitch too, forſooth ! the language of a hog ! 

If Tm a bitch, then ſomebody's a dog.” 


Now all th' internal man of Szcxzx boil'd; 
From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd: 
Now, reſolution-fraught, he wiſh'd to ſtick her, 
Now in her face to ſpit, and now to kick her. 

But Pxvpexces in that very moment came, 

And ſweetly whiſper'd to the man of flame 

% Fie, SECKER | kick a woman! SEK, fie! 
On matter more ſublime, thy proweſs try--- 

* No glory ſprings from kicking wives of Cooks: 

« Strive to ſurpaſs great Kings in binding books; 

_ © Tranſcend great Kings in forcing ſtubborn kine 
IG To breakfaſt on horſe-chefauts, ſup, and dine; 
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6 In educating pigs, be thou as deep; 

« And learn, like Kings, to feel the rumps of ſheep, 
{+ Go, triumph at the market-towns with wool: 

“ Go, breed for lady-cows the braveſt bull; 

« Tow'r o'er the ſcepter d GREAT in fat of lambs, 

© And riſe a rival in the breed of rams. 


* Theſe be thine acts---fram hence fair glory flows, 


+ Whoſe beam, a bonfire round a Monarch glows. | 
* Surpatls in charity towards the Poor; © 
Nor bully ſtarving Mxnir from the door, 

4c Behold, for patronage lean GENivus pant! 

« What though the wealthy Great a faſe may want, 

* Yet, would they caſt their eyes on pining Mxhrr, 

« Thoſe eyes would quickly warm her frozen ſpirit. 
© The fool may lift the Mourxxer from the tomb, 
«© And bid the buried ſeeds of Gentvs bloom. 

“ Yes, fools of Fortune, did thoſe fools incline 

* To look on humble Wok rn, might bid her ſhine : © 
« Thus tallow candles in a chandelier, © 
Make the keen beauties of the glaſs appear, 

+ Call into note a thouſand trembling rays, % 

“And ſhare the merit of the mingled blaze. . 

« The Grxxar ſhould bid like Svxs their treaſures flow, 
% Whoſe beams wide-ſpreadipg. no diſtinction know: 
wt > 5 | | C But 


0 
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« But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe, - 
« And light at once a ſyſtem and a pipe.” | 


Thus PRUDENCE ſpoke, when SECKER to the Dams 
Confeſs d his fault, and ſtopp'd the burſting flame. 
ow ſtorm'd a ſecond Heroine from the band, 
Call'd Joax, and full at Sex RR made a fland--- 
I ſay, Tow ſhan't be ſhay'd---he ſhan't---he ſhan't— 
« Leek porridge, ſtirabout, we'll ſooner want; | 
& We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meat; 
ry mackrel, or ſing ballads through the ſtreet; 

« Foot ſtockings, mend old china, or black ſhoes, 

« Sooner than Tou, poor ſoul, his locks ſhall loſe. - 
« Humph! what a pretty hoity toity's here! 

e Taowas, I ſay, ſhan't loſe his locks, poor dear! 

« Shav'd too! cauſe people happen to be poor--- 

© I never heard of ſuch a trick before. | 

« Folks think they may take freedoms with a FI 
* Go, aſk your MasTER if he'd ſhave a Dake. . 

« No---if he dar'd to do it, I'll be.curſt; 

No, SECKER, he would cat the razor fl. 
Good lord! to think Poor people's heads to plunder-— 
A Why, lord! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder? ., 
* What! ſhall my poor dear huſband loſe his locks 


* Becauſe 4 ha'n't ten millions i in the ſtocks? 
60 Bebe 


DS 
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« Becauſe on me, forſooth, a can't beſtow 

«© A di mond petticoat, to make a thow ? 

« Marry come up, indeed—a pretty joke— 

ce Any thing's good enough for humble folk: 

& Shov d here and there, forſooth; call'd dog and b—h, 

4 God bleſs us well, becauſe we are not rich. 

« People will ſoon be beat about with ſticks, 

« Forſooth, becauſe they han't a coach and fix. 

cc A ſhan't be ſhay'd, and I'm his lawful wife: 

c The man was never louſy in his life. 

«© Ax what his mother ſays—-his neareſt kin 

« Tom never had a blotch upon his ſkin, 

1c © But-when @ had the meaſles and ſmall pox.” 

e What for, then, ſhall the fellow loſe his locks ? 

ce © She never in her life-time ſaw (ſhe ſays) 

cc A tidier, cleanlier lad, in all her days 

© And all her neighbours ſaid with huge ſurpriſe, 

6A finer boy was never ſeen with eyes !” 

« So, Mifter Szcxes, let's have no more touſe ; 

« Hunt further for the owner of the louſe. 

« Sir, tis a burning ſhame, I'm bold to fay, 

« To take poor people's character away. 

« Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfiſh ! 
« You're fond of peeping into ev'ry diſh.” 


* 


Again 
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Again of Szcxzx boil'd th internal man; 
Thought urging thought, again to rage began: 
Huge thoughts of diff rent ſizes ſwell'd his ſoul; 
Now mounting high, now ſinking low they roll; 


Buſtling here, there, up, down, and round about ; 


80 wild the mob, ſo terrible the rout! 


How like a Lne or Murrox in the pot, 


With turnips thick ſurrounded all ſo hot 

Amid the gulph of broth, ſublime, profound, 
Tumultuous, joſtling, how they ruſh around | 
Now vp the turnips mount with ſkins of ſnow, 
While reſtleſs lab'ring MuTTon dives below 
Now lofty ſoaring, climbs the leg of ſheep, 


While, Tuxxty downward plunges mid the deep! 


Strange ſuch reſemblances in things ſhould Jie! 
But what eſcapes the Poet's piercing eye? 
Juſt like the Sun for what eſcapes his ray, 


Who darts on e ſhade the golden day ? 


Muſe, -let nat a modus we ſee 


A woman, certainly of low degree, 
Reviling fall of elevated ſtation; 
Thus waging war with mild SuzozDINATION. 


Should ſweet Sv30RDINATION chance to die, 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier- men ſo high; 
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Then will that Ie EauaLIT V prevail, 
Who knows no diff rence between head and tail; 
Then MaJzstry, the lofty noſe who lifts, 
With tears ſhall waſh and iron her own ſhifts ; 
To darn her ſtockings, from her height deſcend, 
Which now are giv'n to * MACKENTHUN to mend 
Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws, | 
And waſh her dirty laces and her gauze. 
Then dimm'd are coronets that awe inſpire, 
And ſceptres ſtuff d, like faggots, in the fire. 
Ne'er let me view the hour, my ſoul that ſhocks, 
When female Majeſty ſhall waſh her ſmocks: 
Such humbled grandeur let me never fee: 
Soap- ſuds and Sov'reignty but ill agree: 
Malkin and Majeſty but ill accord: 
Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr'd! 
Strange union! 'tis the Vulture and the Bat; 
A gulph and mudpool—clephant and rat; 
A great Archbiſhop, and an Undertaker; 
The Maſe of Epic, and a riddle- maker; 

A roaring King in tragedy ſublime; 
And he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime; 
The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws, 
Firm in the fair ſupport of Freedom's * EL] 


6 A tady, attendant on 15 Princeſſes. 
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And that ſame Lord, behind the ſcenes, a ſhail, 
Who, crawling; of an actreſs * holds the tail; 
Maxcnesr on the ſtage with ſteel and plume, 
And that Marcues1 in a lady's room ; 

Six + Joskrn, Jove-like, with his hammer'd arm, 
Who thund'ring breaks of fleep the opiate charm ; 
And that Six Joseen, with a ſimple look, 
Collecting ſimples near the ſimple brook. 


Again came Pup x NE, quaker- looking form, 
Sweet humour d Goddeſs, to ſuppreſs the ſtorm, 
Wno clapp d her hands (indeed an act uncouth) 

Full on the gaping hole of Szcxen's mouth; 
Compreſſing thus a thouſand iron words, 
Sharp ev'ry ſoul of them as points of ſwords : 
But ſoon her hand forſook his lips and chin; 
Who own'd the Goddefs, and but gave a grin. 
Thus from a fretful bottle of ſmall beer, 
If," mad, the cork ſhould leap with wild career i 
Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butler flies, 
And with dexterity his hand applies! 
Miss Farten, 1 
+ Sir Joszry Banks. A part of his royal inſignia is a hammer 
to Knock down a diſpute, and keep the Royal Society awake. | 
Vol. I, X In 
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In vailuthe Jiquor buſtles mid the gome; BE 76117 7:14 
John que} all fury; and ſubdues the foam! 
Now roſe the Mag- Miſtex SRE Sir, 
* You make in this affair n pretty: fir |, - 
were Joubtleb a fine preſent en F 
© To-ofter * our ſovereign Lord, the locks: 
r Some va reward would follow to be ſure; 
« A pretty little, tweet,,: ſnug, ſuecure. x 


“ Yes—Masrer SECKER well can play his cards: 


0 Sublime achievements claim ſublime. rewards. 

„I bumbly.do preſume, Sir, that his Grace 

Has promis d ye a warm Exciſeman's place: 

« Some folks are Facks-in-0 Mee, fond of power!” 

Thus ſpoke the, Coox, like vinegar ſo, four. 

No mayer, Maſter, Major, what. I gets. 

i All that I knows, is this, your heads ſhall feat: 

„In he bufincis dong, depend upon t- 

66 III order matters, &-7n me if I dont; 

Jes, Matter Dixon, ou ſhall know w why" en 

. Which i * the better gemman, 1 or yon. = 

Thus anſwers SECKER, to the man of pe: hel hed 

And points his ſatire with a cock d up noſe. 

Scarce had he utter'd, when a noiſe de he ‚ 

And. now Nee a Saba band APR A 1 
e yioioge „ l aft de bas tu ob With 


+ 


gl , 
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With Babel ſaunds at once the kitchen rings, 
And lo, the bet of Queens: muſt ſee the fun; 


And lo, the Princeſſes ſo beauteous rcun;· ! 1 
And Madam Scuw ELLENBERG came e too; 
Poor: ladly, loſing in the race a ſnoe! el 
But in revenge purſuit, the loſs how nien | 

The e would loſe a 4g, to dae a 3 * 


{7 


And now * e, aid SECKER et ada $ 0 
And io, Prack came at once among the crowd. 
In courts of juſtice thus, to huſh the hum, 
« Silence!” the eryer calls, and all is mum 
* Cooks, Scnllions, all, of high and low degree, 
F Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from me. 
© Our Sov'reign Lord the King, whoſe word is fate, 
“Wills in his wiſdom to fee ſhav'd each pate: | 
Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once; 
And let each barber fall upon his ſconce.“ 
Thus thunder'd SzcxtR with a Mars-like face, 
And ſtruck dire terror through the roaſting race. 
Thus roar'd AchiLLES mid the martial fray, 
When ev'ry frighted Trojan ran away. 


83 Calm 


r 4A 
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Calm was the crowd, when thus the King of Iles 

Firm for the ſhave, but yet with kingly ſmiles — 
« You muſt be ſhav'd—you ſhall, you muſt indeed: 

No, no, I ſha'n't let ſlip a fingle head 
A very filthy, naſty, dirty trick— 

The thought on't turns _ ſtomach—makes me 

„ fick. N | 

„ Louſe—lonſe---a nafiy thin g, a louſe " "TY 
« No, no, I'll have no more upon my plate. 
One is ſufficient yes, yes---quite a ſtore--- 
«4 I'll have no more -no more, I'll have no more.” 


Thus ſpoke the King, like ev'ry king who gives 
To trifles, luſtre that for ever lives. 
Thus ſtinking vapours from the 00zy pool, 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies full, 
Bright Sor ſublimes, and gives them golden wings, 
The eloud on which ſome ſay, the Cherub ſings. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, . 
in — Ld Wok rh 1 
; F 
0 BOSWELL, Wel Bruce, * heady name; 
Thou mighty ſhark for anecdote and fame; 4. 
Thou jackall, leading lion Johnſon forth 
To eat McPherſon I midſt his native Nortlr; "> 
To frighten grave profeſſors: with his roar, do 11901 
And ſhake the'Hebrides from ſhore to ſhore-— 
Allhail! At length, ambitious Thane, thy gy ba 
To give one ſpark to Faux s beſpangled pages 
Is amply gratified---a thouſand eyes „ CER DAL 
Survey thy books with rapture and ſurpriſe) * 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand tongues have ſpoken, 
And wonder'd — 0 bones were never r broken!” * 
Triumphant, thou thro' „Tn $ vaſt een ſhalt fall; 
The m of our ROY wines ; q 


; 7 : * — 
1 117 bn Ms 112 e 
LY Vide Note, page 16. 1 Donurn zun . 
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Cloſe to the claſſic Ramsrrr ſhalt thou cling, 
Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to a king; 

Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its pow'r, 
Stuck like a bat to ſome old.ivy'd tow'r. 


Nay, though thy Johnſon ne'er had bleſs d thine eyes, 


Paoli's deeds had rais'd thee to the ſkies ! 
Yes! his broad wing had rais'd thee age bad hack) 
A tom-tit twitter ring on an Ke back. 


Tnou, curious eee ſhalt live i in Wong 
When death hath ſtill'd the rattle of thy tongue; 
ien future babes to liſp thy name ſhall learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Hearn, 


Who drove the ſpiders from much proſe and rhime, 


And ſnatch'd old ſtories from the jaws of Time. 
Sweet is thy page, * I ween, that doth recite 
How thou and Johnſon, arm in arm, one night, 


March'd through fair Edinburgh's, pactolian ſhow's, 


Which CLoacina bountifully pours; 


Thoſe gracious ſhow'rs that fraught with fragrance 


flow, 
And gild, like gingerbread, the mak below. 
How ſweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 
I finell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark!” 


* Vide page 14s 


Alas! 
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Alas! hiftorlans are confounded dull; 

A dim Boeotia reigns in every {ſkull ; 

Mere beaſts of burden, broken-winded, ſlow, 
Heavy as cart-horſes, along they go; 

Whilft thau, a will-o'-whiſp, up, down, here, W 
Mud darteſt T ev'ry where, fr 


What taſteleſs Rea can Prey what eye e can doſe, 
What head can nod o'er thy enlivening proſe ? 
To others' works, the works of 75 inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I flatter thee, my flippant friend; 
For well I know that flatt' ry would offend : _ | 
Yet honeſt praiſe, I'm ſure, thou wouldſt not ſhun, 
Born with a ſtomach to digeſt a tun! 
Who can refuſe a ſmile, that reads thy page, 
Where ſuriy Sam, inflam'd with Tory rage, | 
Naſſau beſcoundrels, and with anger big, 
Swears Whigs are rogues, and ev'ry rogue a Whig? 
Who will not, too, thy pen's minutiæ bleſs, is 
That gives poſterity the RamsLeR's* dreſs ? 
Methinks I view his full, plain ſuit of brown, 
The large grey buſhy wig that grac d his crown, = 
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| * vide page 9. 41 _ 
| he Black 
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Black worſted ſtockings, little filver buckles, 
And ſhirt that had no ruffles for his knuckles. 
I mark the brown great coat of cloth he wore, 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore; - 
Which Patagonians (wondrous to unfold ly | 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold. 
I fee the RAMBLER * on a karge bay 5 
Juſt Uke A Centaur ev” ry danger dare, ; 

On a full gallop daſh the yielding wind, 

2 colt and Boxzy ſeamp' ring cloſe Gaia. = 


Of Lady Lochbuy + with what glee we read, 


Who offer d Sam, for breakfaſt, cold ſheep” . head; 


Who, preſs' d and worry d by this dame ſo civil, 
Wiſh' d the ſhop's J head and woman 's at the devil, 
. I ſee you failing both i in e 8 t pot— | 

Now ſtorming an old woman z and her cot; 
Who, terrified at each tremendous ſhape, 
Deem'd you two Demons ready for a rape: 
I fee all marv'ling at M 'Leod's together 


On Sam 6 remarks ak on whey and l tanning leather : 


* Page 376. + Page 429. t Page 104. 
Þ, Page 143 11 Page 299. 


* 


At 
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At Corrichatachin's, 4 the Lord knows how, 

I re thee; Bozzy, drunk as David's ſow, - 

And begging, with rais'd eyes and lengthen'd chin, 
Heav'n not to damn thee for the deadly fin: 

I ſee too, the ſtern moraliſt regale, 

And pen a Latin ode to Miſtreſs Thrale. + 

I ſee, without a night-cap on his head, 

Rare ſight! bald Sam in the Pretender's + bed: 

I hear (what's wonderful !) unſought by das. 
His claſſic diſſertation upon pudding: K 

Of Provoſt Jopp, J mark the marv'ling RX 

Who gave the RamsLER's freedom with a grace: 
I ſee too, trav ling from the IE of Ee, N 

The humble ſervant && of a horſe's leg; - _ 
And Syrr, the taylor, from the IsLR of W 
Who ſtitch'd in Sxy with tolerable luck ; _ 
I ſee the horn that drunkards muſt adore; - _ | 
The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More; f ? 
And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in . 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels. 
Methinks the Caledonian dame I ſee 

Familiar fitting on the RaxBLer's knee, 


* Page 317. 9 + Page 177, 1 page 216. 
A blackſmith, ++ Page 275. tt Page 254. 


£ 4 > 4 7 
121 Charming, 
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Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling ſage ; 
Melting with ſwecteſt ſmiles the froſt of age; 
Like Sor, who darts at times a cheerful ray 

O'er the wan viſage of a winter's day, 

* Do it again, my dear,” (I hear Sam cry) 

* See who firſt tires, my charmer, you or I.” 

I ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uncouth, 

An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnſon's mouth ; 
And lo! I fee, with all his might and main, 

Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 

Rare anecdotes ! tis anecdotes like theſe 

That bring thee glory, and the million pleaſe ! 
On theſe ſhall future times delighted ſtare, 

Thou charming haberdafher of ſinall ware! 
Stewart and Robertſon, from thee, ſhall learn 
The ſimple charms of Hift'ry to diſcern: 

To thee, fair Hift'ry's palm, ſhall Livy yield, 
And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the field ! 

Joe Miller s ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun provokes, 
Shall quit his ſhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes ! 
How are we all with rapture touch'd, to fee | 
Where, when, and at what hour, you ſwallow'd tea 
How, once, to grace this Aftatic treat, a 
une Wabern, which, the RAMBLER could not eat. 


| Pleas, | 
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Pleas'd, on thy book thy Sor reign's cye- balls roll, 

Who loves a goſlip's ſtory from his ſoul ! 

Bleſt with the mem'ry of the Perſian king, * 

Who, ev'ry body knows, and ev'ry thing; 

Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd 

Hath loſt a paramour, and found a child; 

Which gard'ner hath moſt cabbages and peas, 

And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees ; 

Which farmer boaſts the moſt prolific ſows, 

Cocks, hens, geeſe, * goats, e bulls, 
and cows; 

Which barber beſt the ladies' locks can curl; 

Which: houſe in Windſor ſells the fineſt purl; 

Which chimney-fweep beſt beats, in gold array, 

His bruſh, and ſhovel, on the firſt of May ; 

Whoſe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel ; 

And whoſe the puppet-ſhew, that bears the bell: 

Which clever fmith, the prettieft man- trap makes, 

'To fave from thieves the royal ducks and drakes, 

The Guinea hens and peacocks, with their eggs, 

And catch his loving ſubjects by the legs. 

Oh! fince the Prince of goſſips reads thy book, 

To what high honours may not "I look? 


5 * Cyrus. 4 
1 His ga hath planted » a ” of thoſe cruſty n 


wound his park at Windſor, for the benefit of the public. 
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The ſun-ſhine of his ſmile may ſoon be thine | 
Perchaunce, in converſe thou may'ſt hear him ſhine: 
Percbauner, to ſtamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnſon's Liſe, thy dedication; 
Aſks.queſtions* of thee, and, O lucky elf, 

Moſt kindly anſwers ev'ry one himſelf. 

Bleſt with the alaſſic learning of a college, 

Our K —g is not a miſer in his knowledge: 

Nought in the ſtorehouſe of his brains turns muſty; 
No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows ruſty : 
Whate'er his head ſuggeſts, whate'er he knows, 
Free as election beer from tubs, it flows! 
Yet, ah! ſuperior far it boaſts the * 1 

Of never widipg people with un oe un 


8 #1 5 * N % 
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fuſt or Dr. | Johnſon had been ad 5 N an interview 
with a certain gi eat perſonage, in the Queen's library at Bucking- 
ham Houſe, he was interrogated by a friend concerning his recep- 
tion, and his, opinion of the r. y- l. lote;lect. His M- y feems 
to be poſſeſſed of ſome good nature and much curioſity (replied the 
Doctor): as for his „g, it is not contemptible. His My in- 
deed was multifarjous in his queſtions 3), outs thank God, he an- 


ſxered hem all himſelf. _ 
M62 --i nn OL EM nnen. 


+ This is a very Js Bong eircumſtance: the late P—3 
D. tr retained thiree parts of the money-ordered'for the education 
of her children. Tbe c effect of 1 this miſerable ronduct Was. ſo con- 
ſpicuous in her daughter M-—=a, that the letters received from 
her, during ber r reſidence | in Denmark, were * 


le- vt m3 Stef1 To dun «© botnalg died yt! - 
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Say, Bozuy, when, to bleſs our anxious ſight, 
When ſhall thy volume * burſt the gates of light ? 
Oh, cloth'd in calf, ambitious brat, be horn— 
Our. kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn! 

My fancy's keen anticipating eye, | 

A thouſand; charming anecdotes can ſpy: 

I read, I read of G- ge the learn'd + diſplay 
On Lowth's and Warburton's immortal fray : 

Of G—ge, whoſe brain, if right the mark I hit, 
Forms one huge Cyclopædia of wit; 

That holds the wiſdom of a thouſand ages, 

And frightens all his workmen and his pages! 

O Bozzy, ſtill, thy tell-tale plan purſue: 

The world is wondrous ſond of ſomething new; 
And, let but Scannai's breath embalm the page, 
It lives. a welcome gueſt from age to age. 
Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knavxe, 
But who hath ſneak d a raſcal to his e = 


11 
+! 
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w: The Life of I Dr. Joſe 


4 9801 89 


a «+ His, we 8 5 on this 5 in "which the, 


Biſhop and the Doctor pelted one the other with dirt fo gracefully, 
will be a treaſupe to the lovers of literature Mr., B. hath ag good 


* en it to, the rolls and, we Pe Wr to keep. 
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Make ver his turf (in Virtue's cauſe) a rout, 

And, like a d-mn'd good Chriſtian,” pull him out. 
Without a fear, on families hatangue ; 

Say who ſhall loſe their ears, and who ſhall hang; 

Publiſh the demi-reps, and punks—-nay more, 

Declare what virtuous wife vill be a wh-re. 


3 5 . "Wu. | __ 


Thy brilliant brain, conjecture can ſupply, 

To charm through ev'ry leaf the eager eye. 
The blue: ſtocking x ſociety deſcribe, 

And give thy comment on each joke, and jibe: 

Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality, 
And dip them in thy ſtreams of immortality ! 


Let Lord M Donald threat thy breech to kick, + 
And oer thy ſhrinking ſhoulders ſhake his ſtick : 
Treat with contempt the menace of this Lord ; 
"Tis Hiſt'ry's province, Bozzy, to record, 

Though Wilkes abuſe thy brain, that airy mill, 
And ſwear poor Johnſon murder'd 11 oy _ 


a * A club chiefly compoſed of 1271 lemned ladies, profound cri- 
tics, and 44 e ARBITERS nm TOE to which Mr. B. was 
admitted. | | 167084 


143 A letter of ſevere WY EV was ſent to PO B. who, in 
conſequence, omitted, in the Tecond edition of his Journal, what is 
ſo generally pleaſing to the public, viz. the ſcandalous paſſages re- 

tive to this nobleman. | | 
2 | | What's. 
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'EPISTLE TO BOSWELL. 321 
What's that to thee? Why let the victim bleed 
Thy end is anſwer'd, if the nation read. 
The fiddling Knight, * and tuneful Miſtreſs Thrale, 
Who frequent hobb'd or nobb'd with Sam, in ale, 
dnateh'd up the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires!) | 
To write his jokes and ſtories by their fires; 
Then why not thou, each joke and tale enrol, 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, 
Full twenty years (inflam'd with letter d pride) 
Didſt mouſing fit before Sam's mouth ſo wide, 
To catch as many ſcraps as thou wert able 
A very Laz'rus at tlie rich man's table? 
What though againſt thee porters + bounce the door, 
And bid thee hunt for ſecrets there no more ; 5 
With pen and ink ſo ready at thy coat, 5 
Exciſeman-like, each fyllable to note, 
That giv'n to printers' devils, (a precious load 5 
On wings of print comes flying all abroad? 
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* Sir Johri Hawkins, who (as well as Mrs: Thrale, now Madam 
Piozzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexicographer. 


+ This. is Tterally true 4e Nobody is at home. Our grest 
people want the taſte to reliſh Mr. Boſwell's vehicles to iner er 
„ yon in "Londii, poor Bolt is in a deſert. 


er L. 7 


- 
. py * 


322 EPISTLE' TO BOSWELL. 

Watch then the venal valets—ſmack the maids, 
And try with gold to make them rogues and jades : 
Yet ſhould their honeſty thy bribes reſent; 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent: 

Like old Voltaire, who plac'd his greateft glory 
In cooking up an entertaining ſtory ; 

Who laugh'd at Tzxurtn, whene'er her fimple tongue 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 


Oh! whilſt, amid the anecdotic mine, 
Thou labour '{ hard to bid thy Hzxo ſhine, 
Run to Bolt Court, * exert thy Curl-like ſoul, 
And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole: 
Find when he ate and drank, and cough'd and 

ſneez'd— 
Let all his motions in + thy book be en d:! ö 
On tales, however ſtrange, impoſe thy claw; 
Les, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw : 
Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of Johnſon muſt be great / 


Bleſt be thy labours, moſt advent'rous Bozzi, 
Bold rival of Sir. J ahn, and Dame Piozzi ; ; 


5 Tn Fleet — hoſe ths Doctor lived od . | 
+ Curl, the bookſeller, frequently bribed people to hunt the 
' Eipples of Cloacina for the letters of Pope and Swift, = 
| Heav'ns! 
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EPISTLE TO BOSWELL. 323 
Heav'ns ! with what laurels ſhall thy head be crown'd! 
A grove, a foreſt, ſhall thy ears ſurround ! | 
Yes! whilſt the Ramsres ſhall a comet blaze; 

And gild a world of darkneſs with his rays ; 
Thee too, that world, with wonderment, ſhall hail, 
A lively, bouncing cracker at bis tail | 
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As Mr. Bowers Fournal hath afforded ſuch uni- 

verſal pleaſure by the relation of minute incidents, and 
the great Moraliſt's opinion of men and things, during 
his northern tour; it will be adding greatly to the 
anecdotical treaſury, as well as making Mr. B. happy, 
to communicate part of a Dialogue that took place 
between Dr. Johnſon and the Author of this Congra- 
tulary Epiſtle, a few months before the Doctor paid 
the great debt of nature. The Doctor was very 
cheerful that day; had on a black coat and waiſicoat, 
a black pluſh pair of breeches, and black worſied 
ſtockings, a handſome grey ' wig, a ſhirt, a muſlin 
neckcloth, a black pair of buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, 
a pair of ſhoes ornamented with the very identical 
little buckles that accompanied the philoſopher to the 
Hebrides; his nails were very neatly pared, and his 
beard freſh ſhaved with a razor fabricated by the in- 
genious Mr. Savigny. 


P. P. „Pray, Doctor, what is your | opinion of 
“ Mr. Boſwell's literary powers ?” 


POSTSCRIPT. 326 
Jobnſon. Sir, my opinion is, that Whenever Bozzy 
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of li- 
terature—he ſeems ſtrongly affected by the cacobthes 
ſeribendi ; wiſhes to be thought a rara avis, and in 
truth fo he is—your knowledge in ornithology; Sir, 
will eaſily diſcover to what ſpecies of bird I allude” 
_ the Doctor _ 1 ! an OE 


* 
4 of? 


P. P. * What think you, Sir, of his account of 


| Cartes —ol his act of Paoli W 


3 . 


. TY Ip Sir, he hath made a mountain of a 
wart. But Paoli hath virtues. The account is a far- 


rago of diſguſting egotiſm and pompous inanity.” 


P. P. I have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, that, 
ſhould you die before him, Mr. B. means to write 
your life.“ 


Jobnſon. Sir, he cannot mean me ſo irreparable 


an injury. Which of us ſhall die firſt, is only known 


to the Great Diſpoſer of events; but were I ſure that 
James Boſwell would write my life, I do not know 
whether I would not anticipate the meaſure, by taking 
Y 3 his.” 
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326 POSTSCRIPT, 

his.” (Here he made three or four ſtrides acroſs the 
room, and returned to his chair with violent emo- 
tion.) 


F. P. en al tht he means todo you 
fayour,” 1 


Jobnſon. He dares not —he would make a ſcare- 
crow of me, I give him liberty to fire his blunder. 
buſs in his own face, but not murder me. Sir, ] 
heed not his avJog . Bos wzEIL write my life! why 
the fellow poſſeſſes not at for writing the life of 
an * 2 | ile 
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Arcades ambo, 
Et cantare pares, et reſpondere, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


On the death of Doctor Joanson, a number of people, ambi. 
tion of being diſtinguiſhed frem the ute part} of their ſpeties, 
ſet about relating and printing ſtories and Bon- mots of that cele- 

brated moraliſt. Amongſt the moſt zealozs, though not the moſt ] 


enlightened, appeared Mr, BosWELL and Mapans Prozzi, the 
Hero and HE ROIxE of our EcLocve. They are ſuppoſed to 

have in contemplation the Life of Jonxtex; and, to prove their . 
biographical abilities, appeal to 81x JohN Hawkins for his de- | 
cifion on their reſpective merits, by quotations from their printed 
anecdotes of the Doc rox. Six Jon hears them with uncommon 
patience, and determines very l on the + ot of the 
Foptencing Ee. | om 


* 


B 0 2 2 * AND POD 


OWN EOF 


Wren Jonxsox fou ght (as Shakeſpear 60 that 
bourn, 5 

From whence, alas! no travellers return; ; oh 

In humbler Engliſh, when the Doctor died, 

AzotLo whimper'd, and the Moszs cried; 
Panvassvs mop'd for days, in bufineſs lack, 

And, like a hearſe, the Hill was hung with wn 
Mix EVA, fighing for her fav'rite fon, © 


pronoun d, with lengthen d face, the world endete 1 


Her ow, too, hooted in ſo loud a ſtyle, 
That people might have heard the zx D a mile; 
Jov# wip'd his eyes ſo red, and told his wife, 
He ne er made Jonxsox's equal in his life; 
And that twould be a long, long time, if ever, 
His art could form a fellow half ſo clever: 
Venus, of all the little Loves the dam, 
With all the Gnacks, ſobb'd for Znor REER Sam: 
18011 Such 
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Such were the heav'nly howlings for his death, 
As if Dams NArukk had reſign'd her breath. 
Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I ween, 


Amidſt the natives of. our earthly ſcene; 
From beggars, | to the Gxzar who hold the helm, 


wats 


*« Who (cry 'dthe ad canmatch his 10 or rhyme? 


der wits of modern days he tow'rs ſublime ! 
7 An oak, wide ſpreading o'er the ſhrubs below, 
* That round his roots, with puny foliage, blow; 
« A vying, amidſt ſome barren waſte, 
That frowns;o'er huts, the {port « of ex. ry plaſt; 
«© A mighty rata whoſe aſpirin g head. 
„0. er diſtant, regions caſts an awful N 5 
0 By kings and beggars, lo! his tales are told, 
And ey'ry ſentence glows a grain of gold. 
« Bleſt! who his;philgſophic phiz can take. 
e Catch ev/n his weaknefſes:--his noddle's ſhake, | 
« The lengthen'd lip of ſcorn, the forchead's ſcowl, 
“ The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growl. 
* In vain, the CRiries aim their toothleſs rage! 
Mere ſprats, that venture war with whales to wage: 
«© Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force no more 
9 8 ſome huge rock amidſt the wat ry roar, 

« That 


4 
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That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 
« And howling tempeſts, that as well may ſleep.“ 


Strong, midſt the Rau RkLER's cronies, was the rage 


To fill with Sam's Bonsç- mots and tales the page: 


Mere flies, that buzz d around his ſetting ray, 
And bore a ſplendor, on their wings, away: 
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run, 
And catch their little lyfire rom the SUN. 


At length, ruſh'd forth two Cn for fame; 


A Scotchman one, and one a London dame; 


That, by th' emphatic Jonxsox, chriſten'd Bozz; 


This, by the Biſhop' s licenſe, Dams Piozzr; 

Whoſe widow” d name, by topers lov'd, was TnRALx, 
Bright in the annals of election ale ; 

A name, by marriage, that gave up the ghoſt ! 

In poor PEpoccnio®*---no !---Prozzi, loſt ! 


Each ſeiz d with ardour wild, the gray gooſe quill; 


Each fet to work the intellectual mill; 
That pecks of bran, ſo coarſe, began ta pour, 


To o one poor ſolitary grain of flour. 


The author was nearly committing a blunder—fortunate in- 


deed was his recollection; as Pedocchio ſignifies, in the Italian lan- 


guage, that moſt contewptible « of animals, a LOUSE» | 
| Forth 


© % 


2 8 . 
_ __ * — 1 of * — _ 
ee er ed I.poad * = ow — 
. — 
2 = * 2 — on — 2 — 
Mes "0 n Is 7 - ad o yu 4 F — 75 —_— —— — 
. *. — -. - 
: — —_ 2 


« Lt Sac > ant — 
— 
1 * 8 a 
n 2 
2 — * = 
pe 44 — : 


332 v2 z v AND 7IOz Zr. 


Forth ruſh'd to light, their books---but e who ſhould 


Y 


- tay, 
Wulc bore the palm of anecdote : ? 
This, to decide, the RAIL wits agreed 
Before Sin Jon their tales and jokes to read, 
And let the ] KNTGEHT's opinion, in the ſtrife, 
| Declare the prop reſt pen to writs Sa hits Life : 
Sin Joux, renown'd for mufical * palavers; 
The Prince, the King, the Emperor of Duauers! 
Sharp 1 in ſolfeggi, as the ſharpeſt needle ; _ 
Great i in the noble art of tweedle- nude 73 5 


Of Music 8 College form'd to be a F BLLOW, | £0 | 


Fit for Mos. D. or MaksTRO DI Carrie: a 
Whoſe yolume, though it here and there offends, 
Boaſts German merit---makes by bulk amends, 
High plac d the venerable QUARTO fits, 

Superior frowning o'er octavo wits 1 

And duodecimos, ignoble ſcum! | 

Poor proſtitutes to ev ry vulgar thumb! 

Whilſt undefil'd by literary rage, | 

FRG beam a ſpotleſs leaf from age t to age. 


Like ſchool-boys, lo! before a two-arm 'd chair 


"4 hat held the Lan wiſe judg' ing, ſtood the Pam; "Wb 


* Vide his Hiſtory of Mukic, 
8 


23 n. OOTY: 2 — —. 


BOZZY AND PIOZ ZI. - 2 ns 


Or like two poneys on the ſporting round, 

Prepar'd to gallop when the drum ſhould ſound, 

The couPLE rang'd—-for vict'ry, both as keen, 

As for a tott'ring biſhopric, a Dea, 

Or patriot Bu RRR, for giving glorious baſtings 

To that intolerable fellow HasT1ixGs. | 
Thus with their ſongs contended Vire's ſwains, 
And made the valleys vocal with their ſtrains, 

Before ſome gray beard sa E, whoſe judgment ripe, 
Gave e goats for prizes to the prettieſt pipe. 


« Alternately i in anecdotes go on; 
« But firſt, begin Yo, MapAu, cry'd S1. Toms 
The thankful DAux low curtſied to the cxain, 
And thus, for vict ry panting, read the Far: 
ot! ä M ADAME 210221 
Sam JohN SON was of Michakl JohxsOox born; 
Whoſe ſhop of books did LirzcaritrD town adorn: 
Wrong-headed, ftubborn as a halter'd RA; 
In ſhort, the madel of our HERO Sam: 


Inclin'd to madneſs too---for when his ſhop 
Fell down, for want of caſh to buy a prop, 


Vide Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 3. 
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For fear the thieves might ſteal the vaniſh'd ſtore; 
He duly went each night, and lock'd the door ! 


BOZZY.* 

Whilſt Jonxsox was in Edinburgh, my WIFE, 
To pleaſe his palate, ſtudied for her life: 
With ev'ry rarity ſhe fill'd her houſe, 

And gave the Docron, for his dinner, grouſe. 


MADAME PIOZZI+ 


Dear Doctor Jonxnson was in ſize an ox, 
And from his UncLs ANDREW learn'd to box; 
A Max to wreſtlers and to bruiſers dear, 
Who kept the ring in SurTauriELD a whole year. 
The Doctor had an Uncle too, ador'd 
By jumping gentry, call'd CoxxRLIus For ; 
Who jump'd in boots, which Jumetss never chooſe, 
Far as a famous Juurzx jump'd in ſhoes. 


3022 v. 7 
At ſupper, roſe a dialogue on witches ? 
When CnosnrE ſaid, there could not be ſuch b-tch-s; 


* Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 
+ Piozzi'y Anecdotes, page g. ! Page'39- 
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And that twas blaſphemy. to think ſuch hags 

Could ſtir up ſtorms, and on their broomſti ck nags 
Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, 

And boldly fly in Gop Armicntry's face: 

But Jounsox anſwer'd him, There might be witches; 


% Nought prov'd the non-exiſtence of the b-tch-s.” 


MADAME PIOZZI.* 


When TaraLE, as nimble as a boy at ſchool, 
Leap'd, though fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ſtool ; 
The Doctor, proud the ſame grand feat to do, 

His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too; 
And though he might a broken back bewail, 
He ſcorn'd to be eclips'd by Miſter TaRALE. 


BOZZY.+ 


At UlLIxIs r, our friend, to paſs the time, 
Regal'd us with his knowledges ſublime ; 
Show'd that all ſorts of learning fill'd his nob, 
And that in butch'ry he could bear a bob. 
He ſagely told us of the diff rent feat 
Employ'd to kill the animals we eat: 
An ox,” ſays he, © in country and in town, 
go Is by the butchers conſtantly knock'd doen: | 


0 * Page 6. N 1 Page 300. 
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6 As for that leſſer animal, a calf, 

6 The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by half; 

c The beaſt is only unn d; but, as for goats, 

& And ſheep, and lambs, the butchers cu? their throats. 
«© Thoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 

C Not chooſing * the brutes ſhould breed a riot.“ 


MADAME 11021. 


When Jonxsox was a child, and fwallow'd Pap, 
"Twas in his mother's old maid Carh'uxE's lap; 
There, whilſt he fat, he took in wondrous learning; 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning ; 
There heard the ſtory which we BRTroxs brag on, 
The ſtory of. Sr. aaa and eke the Dracon. 


3022 v. . 


When Foors his leg, by ſome misfortune, bote, 
Says I to Jonxso, all by way of joke, 

6c Sam, Sir, in PARAERAPH, will ſoon be clever, 
« And take off PxrER better now than ever. 
On which, ſays Joynsox,' without heſitation, 

© GrorGs | e at Foote 8 1 of 


+ & =2 69} TY 5428 : Y 1 
+ + 4 5 $M 3X * $4.2 "Sf 


* Page 15. 3 A 141, ' 
George Faulkner, ks N at Dublin, taken off by Foote, 
under the character of PETER PAIAA GRA. 
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On which, ſays I, a penetrating elf ! 

* Doctor, I'm ſure you coin'd that word yourſelf.” 
On which he laugh'd, and aid, I had divin'd it, 
For, bond fide, he had really Wine it. SE 

« And yet, of all the words I've coin d, 78 he) 
15 My Dictionary, Sir contains but three.” “ 


; MADAME 7102 21. 


The 8 ſaid, © In literary matters, | 
e A Frenchman goes not deep—he only [matters :” 
Then aſk d, what could be hop'd for from the dogs ; 
Fellows that liv'd eternally on frogs? 
58 BO 2 2 1. 

In grave proceſſion to St. Leonard's College, 
Well ſtuff d with every ſort of uſeful knowledge, 
We ſtately walk'd, as ſoon as ſupper ended: 

The LAN DLORD and the WaiTER both attended: 
The LAN DTORD, ſkill'd a piece of greaſe to handle, 
Before us march'd, and held a tallow candle; 
A lantern (ſome fam'd Scotſman its creator) 
With equal grace was carried by the WaiTER. 
Next morning, from our beds we took a leap, 
And found ourſelves much better for our ſleep. 


Page 55. 
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W MADAME T1022 l. 


„ 100 7 10 1 111 43 £116" IJ. W "1. g 1 


In Lincolnſhire, | a lady ſhow d our 2 
'A grotto, that ſhe, with'd him to commend ; : 
Quoth ſhe, ** "How cook in ſummer this abode ˙— 


E + 4s ? ; 115 


* Yes, Nuadam. (anſwer d Johnſon) fe for a toad. ” 


nt 


Between old Scalpa' > rugged Te and Raſay's, 
The wind was vaſtly boiſt rous in our faces: 


Twas glorious,” Jonxsox's figure to ſet fight on— 


Iigti in the boat, he look'd a noble Tarrox! 
But, lo! to damp our pleaſure Fate concurs, 
For Joe, the blockhead, loſt his maſter's ſpurs: 


This for the RamsLEeR's temper was a rubber, 
Who wonder'd Joſeph could be fach a lubber. 


Ne 12 ; ; 34 


MADAME, 102211 


rlatey him if he knock'd Tom/Oszorx & down; 


As ſuch a tale · was current through the town— 
Says I, © Do tell me, Doctor; what befell.” — 
% Why, deareſt lady, there is noughit to tell: 
«cy ponder'd on the prop'ref mode to treat him 
c The I was e and ſo I beat him! 


* page 203. „„ 85 7 1 = 185. 
+ Page 232» '.. _, 8 Bookſeller. 
OY * OM | cc Tox, 
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Tou, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs z 
« Others, that I belabour'd, held their tongues.” 


Did any one, that he was happy, cry— 
JouxsoN would tell him plumply, 'twas a lie. 
ALapr& told him ſhe was really ſo; 
On which he ſternly anſwer'd, © Mapan, no! 
« Sickly you are, and ugly—fooliſh, poor ; 
And therefore can't be happy, I am ſure. 
« *Twould make a fellow hang himſelf, whoſe ear 
« Were, from ſuch creatures, forc'd luch! ſtuff to 
ce * hear.” 


BOZZY.+ 


100 a 4 we landed on the Iſle of Munz, 
The megrims got into the Docron's ſcull: 
With ſuch bad humours he began to fill, 

[ thought he would not go to ICOLMKILL : : 


But lo! thoſe megrims (wonderful to utter 0 
Were baniſh'd all by tea and bread and 225 


MADAME PIOZZI 


Quoth I to Ions“ ; Doctor, tell me true, 
2 Who Was the 2 man that you eyer knew? 


ez + Page 38h, 
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He anfwer'd me at once, GokeE PSALMANAZAR; 


_ « Keen in the Engliſh language as a razor.” 
Such was the ſtrange, the ſtrangeſt of replies, 
That rais d the whites of both my wond' ring eyes; 
As this ſame GBO, in impoſition ſtrong, 


Beat the firſt liars that e er wagg'd a tongue. 
BOZZY.* 

I wonder d yeſterday, that one Jonn Har, 
Who ſerv d as Ciceroae on the way, | 
Should fly a man of war—a ſpot ſo bleſi— 

A fool! nine months, too, after he was preſt. 


Quoth Jonxsox, «© No man, Sir, would be a ſailor. 
With ſenſe to ſcrape acquaintance with a jailor.” 


MA DAM k PIOZZL + 


I faid, I lik d not gooſe, and mention 'd woby : — — 
One ſmells it roaſting on the ſpit,” quoth 4 
& You, Madam,” ery'd. the Docron, with a frown, 
e Are always gorgi ing—ſtuffing ſomething down : 
„% Mapan, tis very nat ral to ſuppoſe, 

If in the pantry you will poke your noſe, 
m Your maw with ev'ry ſort of victuals ſwelling, 
85 That you muft want the bliſs of dinner * 4 


* Page 151. 


5 4 Page 1 103 
2 — BOZZY. 
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As at ARGYLE's grand houſe my hat I took, 
To ſeek my alehouſe, thus began the Duke: 
« Pray, Miſter Boſwell, won't you have ſome tea?“ 
To this 1 made my bow, and did agree= - 
Then to the drawing-room we both retreated, 
Where Lavyy Berry Hamirrox was ſeated 
. Cloſe by the Duchess, who, in deep diſcourſe, 
Took no more notice of me than a horſe. 
Next day, myſelf and Doctor Jounsox took 
Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke. 
Next to himſelf the Dux did Jonxsox place; 
But I, thank God, fat ſecond to his Grace. 
The place was due moſt ſurely to my merits— _ 
And faith, I was in very pretty ſpirits : 
[ plainly ſaw (my penetration ſuch is) 
I was not yet in favour with the Duchkss. 
Thought I, I am not diſconcerted „ 9 
Before we part, I'll give her Grace a feat; — 
Then looks of intrepidity I put on, 
And aſk'd her, if ſhe'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed, muſt be confeſb d . 
knew 1 was the Duke s, and not her gaeſt ! 3 
Knowing—as I'm a man of tip-top breeding. 


That 5 rat folks drink no healths whilſt they are feeding, 
2 3 1 took 
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I took my glaſs, and looking at her Gracz, 
J ftar'd her like a devil in the face ; ; 

And in reſpeciſul terms, as was my duty, 

Said I, My Lavpy Dvcnxss, Lſalute yes” 


Moſt audible, indeed, was my ſalute, | 
For which ſome folks will ſay I was a brute; 


But, faith, it daſh'd her, as I knew it would; 
But then I knew that I was fleſh and blood. 


MADAME PIOZZI.* 

Once at our houſe, amidſt our Arric feaſts, 
We liken'd our acquaintances to beafts : 
As for example—ſome to calves and hogs, 
And ſome to hears, and monkeys, cats and dogs; 
We ſaid (which charm'd the Doctor much, no doubt) 
His mind was like, of ELETHAN xs, the ſnout, 
That could pick pins up, yet poſſeſs d the vigour 
For trimming well the jacket of a Tin. 


BOZZY.+ | 
Auguſt the fifteenth, Sunday, Miſter Scott 
Did breakfaſt with us—when upon the ſpot; 
To him, and unto Doctor Jonxsox, lo! 
Sir WitLiam Foxes, o cover, did I ſhow; f 


| * Page 204. Rua on I rage K 
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A man that doth not aſter roguery hanker; 

A charming Chriſtian, though by trade a banker; 
Made too of good companionable tuff; 

And this, I think, is ſaying fall enough : 


And yet it is but juſtice to record, 


That when he had the meaſles— pon my word, 
The people ſeem' d in ſuch a dreadful fright, wg 
His houſe was all ſurrounded day and night, 


| 4 if they apprehended ſome great evil, 


A general conflagration, or the devil. 


oo when he better "d—oh! ! *twas grand to ſee em 


Like mad folks dance, and hear em ſing Te Deum. 


| ___ ,MADAME PIOZZI* _ 
\Quoth Jouxson, 785 Who dye think my bfe will 
A225 1885 write? — | 
* GorpSur u, Kid 1. -—-Quothy he, 6 The dog! 8 vüe 
5 ſpite, 
© Beſides the fellow“ s monſtrous love of FTIR 
« Would doubtleſs make the book not worth the 


— buying“ 1 
lo eginomn 
1 
worthy gentleman, „good Mr. Scott, 
"i *twas our Socrarzs's lucklels lot 


* Page 31. „ + Page 13. * 
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To have the WAHR; à ſad naſty blade; ' . 


To makè, poor gentleman, his lemonade; 
Which warrzn, much againſt the Doe ron — wiſh, 
Put with his paws the ſugar in the diſh + 

The Doctor, vex'd at ſuch a filthy. fellow, 
Began; with great propriety, to bellow ; 

Then up he took the diſh, and nobly flung © 

The liquor out of window on the dung: = 91 

And Doctor Scorr deelir'd, that, by His'frown, 
He ge he would have knock d the cello d TOWEL 


4 #3 i 15S; - . 8 # 7 274545 
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at 210 z z 1. 


Dear Docroz Jonxzos left off drinks fermented ; 
LOG HOT: 133 


With quarts of chocolate and cream contented ; 
Yet often down his throat's prodigious gutter, - 
Poor man! he pour d a Hood of melted butter! 


omg 


vos 2 1. HO} if 51 511 itt 
2 : e}; 1 C3! 110; 3 Fig, ; 
With 3 hs Drew did my girl behold ; 


Her name Veronica, Juſt four months old. 


'This name Varonzca, 2 name though quaint, | 
Wong. MENTION 11310" I 


Belong d 5 o a a Saint; ; 
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But to my old Great Grandam it was giv'n-- 
As fine a woman as e' er went to Heav'n; 
And what muſt add to her importance much, 
This lady's genealogy was Datch. 
The man who did eſpouſe this dame divine, 
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Was AlREXANDRR, Earl of Kincardine; 
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Who pour d along my body, like a flnjve, 

The noble, noble, noble blood of Brucs! 
And who that own'd this blood could well 1 2 

To make the world acquainted with the ners? 41 
But to return unto my charming child--- | i 

About our Doctor Jonxsox ſhe was 221d; 

And when he left off ſpeaking, ſhe would flutter, 

Squall for him to begin again, and ſputter! 

And to be near him a ſtrong wiſh expreſs d, 
Which proves he was not ſuch a horrid beaſt. 
Her fondneſs for the Doctor pleas'd me greatly ; 

On which I loud exclaim'd in language ſtately, 

Nay, if I recolle& aright, I fore, 

I'd to her fortune add five hundred more ! 
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One day, as we were all i in talking lofts rig + 
10 mother's fav'rite ſpaniel ſtole the po dee 
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On which, immediately, I ſcream d, Fie on her- | 
« Fie, BELLE,” faid I, ff youus'dto be on honour.” -... 

« Yes,” Jounsox cry'd; “ but, Madam, pray be told, 
The reaſon for the vice is BELLE grows old. 

But Jonxsox never could the dog abide, 

Becauſe my mother waſh'd and comb'd his hide. 

The truth on't is— BELLE was not too well bred, 

Who always would 1% on being fed ;- 

And very often too, the ſaucy sLur 

Inſiſted upon e the 1 0 n 


By 


Laſt night much care for JoaNson's cold was us d, 
Who, hitherto, without his nightcap ſncoz'd; 
That nought might treat ſo wonderful a man ill, 
Sweet Miſs M*Lzop did make a wy? 'of _—; 
And after putting it about his head, my 
She gave him er as * went to bed. 


18 ©, 1 
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One night we parted at the Doc rox's "My 
When thus I ſaid, as F had ſaid Weide, 
« Don't forget: Dicky, Docron mind poor Dick.” 
On which he'turn'd'round on his heel fo _ 


40 * Page 204. 


on Madam, 4 
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« Madam,” quoth he, «and when I've ſerv'd that ell, 
« I gueſs I then may go and hang myſelf.” 


BOZZY.* 


At 0 well ſoak'd with rain, and wondrous Weary, 
We got as wet as ſhags to InveRaRyY; 
We ſupp'd moſt royally—were vaſtly friſky, 

When Jonnsox order'd up a gill of whiſky : 
Taking the glaſs, ſays I, Here's Miſtreſs Thrale.“ — 
“ Drink her in whiſty not,” ſaid he, © but ale.” 

MADAME PIOZZI + 

The Docrox had a cat, and chriſten'd Hodge, 
' That at his houſe in Fleet Street us'd to lodge. 
This Hodge grew old, and fick, and us'd to wiſh 
That all his dinners might be form'd of ſb e 
To pleaſe Poor Hodge, the Docror, : all ſo kind, 
Went out, and bought him oyflers to his mind; 
This every day he did—nor aſk'd black Frankt, 
Who deem'd himſelf of much too high a rank, 
With vulgar f/>-fags to be ſorc'd to chat, 
And n oyſters for a . cat. 


SIR JOHN. 
« For God's ſake ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap; 
« Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap; 


es | + Page 102. Am 
; « With 


348 0 f·f᷑r Av PIOZZ1, 
« With one half-hour's reftoring ſlumber bleſt, 
And Heav'n's affiſtance, I may brar the ref,” 


Ade. What have done, inform me, gracious Lord! 

« That thus my ears with nonſenſe ſhould be bor'd? 

% Oh! if I do not in the trial die, 

The Devil and all his brimſtone I defy. 

% No puniſhment in other worlds I fear; 

My crimes will all be expiated here. 

„Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 

66 When, rais'd to conſeguence that all adore, 
*I fat, each ſeſſion, king-like, in the chair, 

« Awdev'ry rank, and made the million ſtare : 

Lord paramount. o'er ev'ry. Juſtice riding; 

« In cauſes, with a Turkiſh ſway, deciding! 

* Yes, like a, noble Bathaw, of three tails, 

I ſpread a fear and trembling through the jails! 

« Bleſt, haye I brow-beaten each thief and ſtrumpet, 

of And, blafied on them, like the laſt day's trumpet. 
know no, paltry weakneſs of the ſoul 
No ſuiv ling pity dares my deeds controul: 

« Aſham'd, the zweakueſs of my King I hear; 

* Who, childiſh, drops on ey ry death# a tear. 


*gucb is the report concerning his moff tender-hearted MAJESTY, 
when he ſuffers the law to take its courſe on criminals. How unlike 
the „ 1c of Pruſſia, who delights in a hanging! 

uy * | % Return, 
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Return, x return again, thou glorious hour, 

« That to my graſp once gav'ſt my idol, pow'r ; 
When at my feet the humble knaves would fall; 
_ The thund ring Rea of Hicxs's HALI.“ 


The Knicnt thus niſhing his ſpeech 00 fair, 
Sleep pull'd him gently backwards in his chair; 
Op'd wide the mouth that oft on jail-birds 1 
Then rais'd his naſal on Ax to a roar, 

That actually ſurpaſs'd, in zone and grace, 
The prombled ditties of his fav'rite baſe. + 


3 Sir 8 wiſhes in vain— lis bour of inſolence returns no 
mere! 
12 The dela. on which the ud is a en 
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PART Il. 
Now from his ſleep the Knrenr, affrighted, ſprung, 
Whilſt on his ear the words of Jounson rung: 

For, lo! in dreams, the furly RAMELER roſe, 

And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a man of woes. 

« Wake, Hawxins,” (growl'd the Doctor, with a 
frown) OW 3 

And knock that fellow and that woman down: 
„Bid them with Jonxsox's life proceed no further; 
Enough already they have dealt in murther : 
Say, to their tales that little truth belongs; 

« If fame they mean me, bid them hold their tongues. 


In vain at glory gudgeon Bosw RTL ſnaps— 
« His mind, a paper kite—compos'd of ſcraps; 
« Juſt o'er the tops of chimneys form'd to fly; 
Not with a wing ſublime to mount the /ky. 
cc Say to the dog, his head's a downright drum, 
* Unequal to the Hiſt'ry of Tom Tavms : 


cc Nay 
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50 Nay- tel, of Seeder that thirſty leech, 
He is not equal to a Tyburn Speech.“ 


For that Prozzr's wiſe, Six Jonx, exhort her, 
« To draw her immortality from. porter; 
Give up her anecdotical inditing, _ 
6 And ſtudy houſewifery inſtead of writing: 
Bid her a poor biography ſuſpend; 
Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 
I know no buſineſs women have with learning; 
« I ſcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd half-diſcerning ; 
-« Their wit but ſerves a huſband's heart to rack, 
« And make eternal horſewhips for his back. 


cc Tell PRTER PixpAR, ſhould you chance to meet 
bs him, 3 8 | 
« like his genius—ſhould be glad to greet him: 
“ Yet let him know, crown'd heads are ſacred things, 
Fe And let him rev rence more the bet of kings; + 
10 Still 


: f * 888 for me unfortunate brave of Newgate, by diffe- 
tent hiſtorians. 
- + This is a ſtrange and almoſt incredible ſpeech from Jonxsox's 


mouth, as, not many years ago, when the age of a certain GREAT 
PERSON AGE became the ſubject of debate, the Doctor broke in 
upon the converſation with the following queſtion: “ Of what 
» importance to the preſent company is his age?—Of what im- 
4] _ port- 
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Still on his pegaſus continue jogging, 
« And give that BoswRLL's e flogging.” 


Such was the dream that wak'd the ſleeping Knight, 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light- 
Who, mindleſs of old Jonxsox and his frown, 
And ſtern commands to knock the couple down, * 
Refolv'd to keep the peace—and, ina tone 
Not much unlike a maſtiff o'er a bone, 

He grumbled, that, enabled by the nap, 
He now could meet more biographic ſcrap: - 
Then nodding with a magiftratial air, 

To farther anecdote he call'd the FAIR. 


MADAME PIOZZ1I.* 


Dear Doctor Jounsox lov'd a leg of pork, 
And hearty on it would his grinders work: 


6 portance would it have ben to ) the world if he had never ex! Med pe 
If we may judge likewiſe from the following ſpeech, he deemed the 
vFreſent paſſeſſor of a certain THRONE as much an zſurper as KING 
WII IIA, whom, according to Mr. BoswzL L's account, he be- 
ſeoundrels, The ſtory is this: —An acquaintance of Jonxsox's, 
Miſs ReynoLDs, aſked him if he could not ug. He replied, af 
know —4 one 1 ; and that i is, The Kixe ſhall enjoy his o 
is. again.“ | 
| Mm Page "is 


7” Ho 
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He lik d to eat it fo much over done, 


That one might ſhake the fleſh fron off the bone, 


Aveal pye too, with ſugar cramm d and plums, 8 | 


Was wondrous grateful to the Doctor's gums. 
Though us'd from morn: to night on _ to uit, 
He vow d his belly never had enongh. | 


BO 53 
One Thurltay morn did Doctor V opxBox ms 


But recolledting—* Bozzy, Bozzy,” ery 2 
For in cnn Jenuson togk a pride 


| "MADAME 210221. 
Wpene er our friend would read i in bed by "gs 


Poor Miſter TunALE and I were in a fright ; ; 


For, blinking on his book too near the flame, i 
Lo! to the fore-top of his wig it came; ; 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and ſmall, 


| Down to the very en nam d the caul. 
3922 f. CO 


At Corrachatachin' 3, in hoggiſm ſunk, 
1 got with punch, alas ! confounded drank: 
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Much was I vex'd that I could not be quiet, 

But, like a ſtupid blockhead, breed a riot 

I ſcarcely knew how 'twas I reel'd to bed. 


Next morn I wak'd with dreadful pains of head, 


And terrors too, that of my peace did rob me; 
For much I fear d the Moraliſt would mob me. 
But as I lay along, a heavy log, 

The Doctor, ent ring, call'd me drunken 1 
Then up Toſe I with apoſtolic oo 

And readi in Dame M*Kixxox's book of pray” of 
In hopes for ſuch a a fin to be forgiv” ” Ea 

And make, if poſſible,” my peace with heay'n. 
"Twas ſtrange that, in that, volume, of divinity, 
1 op'd the Twentieth 5 Sunday after Trinity, 


And read theſe words Pray be not drunk with wine, 
4 Since drunkenneſs e doth make a man a ſwine.” — 


« Alas!” fays I, the finner that I am!” | 
And having made my ſpeech, 1 took a a dram. 


"MADAME 710227 * 
One day, with ſpirits low, and forrow All d, 


1 told him that T had a couſin lila: 
> Aaunb bobigolnos esl tt 1 4 : 
27 * "= 63. | 
A rea age] + i: nt My 
Wy 5 & £& L 48 


«6 


0 2z AND PIOZ Zi. * 


« My dear,” " quoth he, for Heay'n's fake bal your 
_ * canting; | a xy 

6 Were all your couſins kill d, they 4. not be wanting: 

« Though Death on each of them ſhould ſet e mark, 

“Though ev ry one were ſpitted like a lark, 

« Roaſted, and giv? n that dog there for a meal, 

The loſs of them the world would never feel: 

« Truſt me, dear Madam, all your dear relations 

re nits— are en in the png nations.” 


* 
1 * i 


Again,* ann l. I, one 18 « I do believe, ooh 
* A good acquaintance 1 that I haye will grieve | 
« To hear her friend hath loſt a large eſtate.” — 

« Yes,” anſwer'd he, lament as much her fate, 
As did your horſe (I freely will allow) 
SE 10 Head! of the . of your cor. 


h 


At Enoch, at M. Queen. S, we went 15 bed; i 5 
A colour 'd handkerchief wrapp'd Jouxsox's be” 


— — — . — 


He ſaid, God bleſs us both—good night;” and then, 
I, like a pariſh clerk, pronounc'd © Amen bn 7 
My good companion ſoon by ſleep was ſeiz'd; 

But I, by blice and fleas, was ſadly teaz d; 


| * ' Page „% 3 4 Page 103. 
_— RN 1 Methought 
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Mechonglit a ſpider, with terrific claws, 
Was ſtriding from the wainſcot to my jaws ; 
But fiumiber ſoon did every ſenſe entrap, 
And d I funk into the ſweeteſt nap. 


MADAME PIOZZL* | 
Tra ling in Wales, at dinner- time we got on, 
Where, at Leweny, lives Sir RopzxT Corrox. 
Says I, © Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe charming peas” 
Quotly he, to contradict, and rum Nis rig, 
x Tn "ITY gt — 


ff 
Of thatching, well the Doctor knew the art ; 
| And with his tineſhing wiſh made us fiart : 
Defcrib'd the greateſt ſecrets of the Mint, 
And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
5 Of hops and malt tis wondrous what he knew ; : 
And meh as ay brewer he could brew. | 


MADANE PIOZZLL 0 


In ghoſts the Doctor rongly a believe, 
And pint d his faith on many 4 lar flebve. 


. + Page 344 1 | {Page 198- He 
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He faid to Doctor Lawzgxce, © Sure I am, 
heard my poor dear mother call out SAM. 
« Tm ſure,” ſaid he, © that I can truſt my ears; 
And yet, my mother had been dead for years. 


3022 v. 
When young, ( twas rather filly 1 allow) 


Much was I pleag'd to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury Lane, with Doctor Bra ix, 


My imitatious made the playhouſe fare! 

80 very charming was I in my rar, 

That both the gallemes clapp d, and cried © Encgre,” 
Bleſt by the general plaudit and the * 
Ituyd to be a jack - aſs and a calf; 

But whe, alas! in all things can he * 
In ſhort, I met @ tarriùls defeat; | 
80 vile I bray'd and hellow d, was hid: 
Tet all who knew me, wonder d that I mis d. 
Bars whiſper d me, © You've loft your credit now; „ 
Stick, BoswgL., fer the future, te the Gery 


MADAME 710221 
Thi affair of Blacks, when Jounsan would diſcuſs, 


| He always thought w_ * not fouls like #s 


NO.. * Page 499 9 + Page 218, 


Aa 3 2 
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And yet, whene'er his family would fight, 
He always laid black FxAnK * üs i iy Po right. 


© a 
3 30 #4 Peres: mt ns F + > 22 


An n! 4.34 30 2 2 BOY 


I muſt confeſs that I enjoy'« d a lie 
In bearing to the N orth ſo oat) a treaſure : 
Thinks I, Tin Ike a bulldog or a hound, 
Who, when a lump of liver he hath found, 
Runs to folie corner, to avoid a a riot, | 
To gobble down his piece of meat ity nr 11 
] thought this good as all JoE cape 8 "4 60h 
And ſo 1 up, and told it it to the _ 


481 481 S ; 57 - 75 178 5 71 5 3 
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Some of ob friends wilted JonwsbN would 1d compo 
The lives of authors who had ſhone in proſe; 


As for his pow , no mortal man could doubt 3 10 


Sir Rictlany'Mogokave, hie was warm about it 

Got up, and ſooth' d, intreated, beggd and Tard, 
Poor man ! a8 if he had implor'd for bread.” -— 
* Sir RICHARD," cry edi tt the Doctor, with a frown, 
0 Since Jou re got up, I Pray, vou, Sir, ft down... * 


331 75 . 
* The DoRor%/manfervant. bet 42413 oll. * f 
+ "0 25 þ Page 295, 
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BOZZY: 


Of Doctor n ine gin na 3 
Permit me, Reader, of nyſelf to preac h: 
The world will certainly receive with lee 
The ſlighteſt bit of hiſtory, of ua. 
Think of a gentleman of ancient blood Den obo 
Prouder of title than of being good; hs 
A gentleman juſt thirty-three years old; 5 
Married four years, and as a tiger Rob, . a | 
Whoſe bowels yearn” d Great Britain 8 foes to, tame, 
And from, the cannon's mouth to ſwallow flame; FL 
To get his limbs by broad ſwords cary'd in wars, N 
Like ſome old bedſtead, and to boaſt his ſcars; ; 
And, proud immortal actions to achieve, 
See his hide bor d by ballets. like a ſieve. 
But Io! his father, a 2vell- judging Judge, 
Forbade his /oz from Edinburgh to budge ; 
| Refoly'd the French ſhould not his b—fide claw; ; 
80 bound his fon apprentice to the law, 
This gentleman had been in foreit gn parts, 7 
And, like Urrssks, learnt à world of art: 
Much wiſdom his vaſt travels having brought him, 
* was not half the fool the people thought him: 


{ 


Fit 4 4 
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Of prudence, this ſame gentleman was ſuch, 

He rather had 7oo little than too much. 

Bright was this gentlenmm's imagination, 

Well calculated for the higheſt Ration : 

Indeed ſo lively, give the Deyv'l tis due, 

He ten times more would utter than was true; 

Which fore d him frequently,” againft his wil, 

Poor man! to ſwallow many a Bitter on. 

One bitter pill among the pelt he took, 

Which was, to tut ſore {tial from his bock. 

By Doctor Jounsou he is Well portray d: 

' Quoth Saw, & Of Bozz v it may well be faid, 

« That, through the mott inhoſpitable ſcene, 

One never can be troubled with the Pier , 
« Nor ev'n the greateſt difficulties chafe at, 

© Whilſt ſuch an animal i is Near th laugh at at. ” 


MDA PIOZZLY 2 


For me, in Latin, Doctor J OHNSON wrote 
Two lines upon Sir JoszrH Baxks s goat; _ 
A goat ! that round the world ſo curious went; 
A! that now cats graſs e Kent ! 


1 
TEST | L 1 . 
1 


, 3 
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BOZZY.+ 
To Lord Moynody a fey lines J wrote, 
And by the ſeryant, J oſeph, ſent this note: 


« Thus far, my Lord, from Edinburgh, my home, 
& With Miſter Saver Jounsos, I am come; 
“This night, by us, muſt certainly be ſeen 
“The very handſome town of ABER DEN. 
= For moug hrs of FJounson, you'll be not apply'd to: 
« ] know your Lordſhip likes him ies thai Tao. 
ce So near we are —to part, I can't tell how, 01 | 
Without ſo mach as making him a bow s 
© Beſides, the Ranbir ſays, to ſee Mon sooo, 
He go at leaſt two miles out of his road; 
% Which ſhows that he aduires (Whoever rails) 
The pen which proves that men are born with tails. 
* Hoping that as to health your Lordſhip does well, 
N I am your ſervant at command, 
& JAMES BosWELL.” 


| MADAME PIOZZL+ 


On Miſter THRALE's old Hunter Jonxson r ode, 
Who with prodigious pride the beaſt beſtrode; 


A + N. And 
n 


* 
＋ 
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And as on Bxi1G6xtox Downs he'daſh'd away, 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman fay, 
That at a chaſe he was as ight a hand. E 

As eer a — * in the md. 


7 
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One ws on the 988 of ca 
Was of his. politics exceſſive ſull: 1 


Quoth he, That PoLTENEY: was a rogue Venen; 

« Beſides; the fellow was a Mig in grain. 

Then to his principles he gave a hanging, 

And ſwore no hig was ever worth a hanging. 

4 Tis wonderful, ſays he, „and makes one ſtare, 

« Tothink theLiv'ry choſe Joux WIL KES Lord May'r; 

« A dog, of whom the world could nurſe no hopes; 
= —"— to debauch their ou "_ rob tele RT. 


* * 


| MADAME 21022 
A 


Sir, I believe that anecdote a he; 
But grant that Jofinsox ſaid it—by the bye, 
As WILEES unhappily your . 


The n ene might well be par d. 
oline 5e 3113 110 aon 1 


* Page 424. 
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302 Z T. 
Madatii I ſtick to truth as much as you, 

And damme if the ſtory be not true. 
What you have faid of JannsoN and the larks, 
As much the RAM REER for a ſavage marks. | 
"Twas ſcandalous, ev'n Canpouk muſt allow, 
To give the hiſt'ry'of the horſe and we.) e DHA 
What but an enemy to Jonhxsox's fame, nice a 
Dar'd his vile prank at LiTcariELD playhouſe name 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the man and chair into the pit ? 2 
Who would have regiſter'd a ſpeech ſo odd _ 
On the « dead STAY-MAKER * and Doctor Dopp 2 955 


MADAME PIOZz ZI 

Sam JornsoN's threſhing knowledge and his thatch- 
May be your own inimitable hatching : ling, 
Pray of his wiſdom can 't you tell more news ? 7 
Could not he make a ſhirt, and cobble ſhoes, 
Knit ſtockings, or, ingenious, take up ſtitches; nt 
Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a pair of breeches? 
You prate too of his knowledge of the Mr, 
Asif work RaxBLBK 1 had been i in 't. 


4 


* Pons 1 8 577 vnn. 7 
os Who 


364 BOZZY AND PIOZZI. 
Who knows, but you will tell us, (truth forſaking) 
That each bad ſhilling is of Jouxson's making ; 
His, each vile ſixpence that the world hath cheated ; 
And bis, the art that ev'ry guinea ſweated ? 
About his brewing knowledge yqu will prate too, 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop from a potato; 
And though of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs, 
Id [nj s — taſte my huſband's Pigs. 

b n, 

_ ths REY your FO tell, to void of truth, 
That miſerable ſtory of the youth, "I 
Who, in your book, of Doctor Joux SON "begs 
Moſt ſeriouſly to know if cats laid eggs! 


 _ MADAME PIOZZL 
Mo told of Miſtreſs Montague the lie— 
9 a falſehood 85 fiel 
30 2 Z v. 


Who, made” ning with an nh itch, 
Declar'd that = x80N call'd his mother b-1ch 7 


* «& by n 
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Who, from EY rage to fave his ſnout, 


BOZZY, 
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BOZZY. 


Who would have ſaid a word about Sam's wig, 
Or told the tory of the peas and pig? 
Who would have told a tale fo very flat, 

Of Frank the Black, and Hope the mangy cat? 


MA DAME PIOZZEL _ | 
. Good me ! you're grown at once confounded tender; 
Of Doctor Jonxsox's fame a fierce defender: 

I'm ſure you've mention d many a pretty ſtory 

Not much redounding to the Doctor's glory. 

Now for a faint upon us you would palm him 
Firſt murder the poor man, and then embalm him! 


BOZZY. 
Why truly, Madam, Joanson cannot 504. 
By your acquaintance, he hath rather loft. 
His character ſo ſhockingly you handle, 
You've ſunk your comet to a farthing candle. 
Tour vanities contriv'd the ſage to hitch in, 
And brib'd him with yonr cellar and your kitchen: 
But iuckleſs Jonnsow play'd a lofing game; 
Though beef and beer he won, he loſt his fame. 


MADAME 
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MADAME'PIOZZI. 

One quarter of your book had Jonnzon read, 
Fiſt-criticiſm had rattled round your head. 
Yet let my ſatire not 700 far purſueͤ— 

Your book has merit, give the Dey'l his 155 | 
Where Grocers and where Paftry-cooks reſide, 

Thy book, with triumph, may indulge its pride; 
Preach to the patty-pans ſententious ſtuff,  _ 
And hug that idol of the noſe, call d ſnuff; 
With all its ſtories cloves and ginger pleaſe, 
And pou its wonders to a pound of cheeſe ! 


Wen T 3 ER 2 
7 : * 5 


%%% | 


\ 14 F - f 
„ 


. your irony is e fine ! 
Senſe in each thought, and wit in ev'ry line; 

Yet; Madam, when the leaves of my Poor book 
Viſit the Grocer, or the Paſtry-cook,.. = 
Tours, to enjoy of Fame the juf 8 e . 
May aid the trunk- maker of 4660 1 
In the ſame alehouſes together us d, 3 
: By the fame fingers they may nene nei 
The greaſy ſnuffers yours perehance, may mips... 


Whilk mine, bigh honour d, eee be. | 
The 
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The praiſe of CouxrENATY my book's fame ſecures 
2 Now, who the devil „Madam, praiſes yours ? 
MADAME PIOZZI | 

Thouſands, you blockhead—no one now can doubt 

For not a ſoul in London is without it. > it; 

The folks were ready CapeLL to devour, 

Who ſold the firſt edition in an hour. 

801 — CouxærENAx's praiſes ſave you! —ah! that 

Squire oy 65 eb 40 
Deals, let me tell you, more in ſmoke than fire. 


\ 


: wLEOSST KV; 


Zounds! he has prais'd me in the ſeweetef? line — 


MAD AME PIOZ 21. 


Aye aye! the verſe and ſubject egua / ſhine. 
Few are the mouths that CouxrExAx's wit rehearſe— 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verſe. | 


* 


* 


* The lively rattle of the Houſe of Commons indeed its Mo- 
us; who ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents more for 
the purpoſes of laughing at the misfortunes of his country, than 
healing the wounds. He is the author of a poem lately publiſhed, 
that endeavours, totis wiribus, to prove that Doctor Jo#Ns0N was a 
brate as well as a moralif! e „ 
N 


 BOZZY. 


505 
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..,, BOZZY. 


Well, Ma': am | fince all that Jotnson ſaid or wrote 
You hold ſo ficred, how have you forgot 
To grant the wonder-hunting world a reading 
Of Sam's Epiſtle, juſt before your wedding ; 
Beginning thus Lops ſtrains not form'd to flatter) 
&«& Madam, 11085 
If that moſt ignomjnious matter 
ce Be not concluded” — 
Farther ſhall I ay? 
Noe ſhall have it from yourſelf ſome day, 
To juſtify your paſſion for the Youth, 


With all the charms of eloquence and truth. 
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What was my marriage, Sir, to you or him * 
He tell me what to do l. a pretty whim! = 
He, to propriety, (the beaſt) reſort! ?! 
As well might elephants prefide at court. | 
Lord iet the world to damn my match agree-; 
Good God! Jars BSS WELL, what's that world to me? 
The folks who paid reſpects to Miſtreſs TunaLx, 


Fed on her pork, Poor fouls! and ſwulrd her ale, 
nn | | May 
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May 22 at Piozar, nine in ten- 
Turn up the noſe of ſeorn- good God! wat then? 2 
For me, the Devil may fetch their ſouls fo. great; 
They keep their homes, and 7; thank God; my meat. 
When they, poor owls! ſhall beat their cage, a * 50 
I, unconfin d, ſhall ſpread, my peacock tail; 
Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaſq̃ 
Chooſe my own food, and ſee what climes I poet 
{ſuffer only if Im in the Wrong: L „be 
8o, e you prating puppy; hold pour ing 14 


EF. ni 8 
* . 


StA FHM ton 144" 

For fha ha oe nmel for Heav 's duet = 
Not BiLLINGSGATz exhibits fuch a riot. n 1 oO 
Behold, for SchxpAUg you have made a fealt; 
And turn'd your idol; JohN to a beaſts : 
'Tis plain that tales of glioſts are arrant ine” 4 
Or inſtantaneouſiy would Jonxgon riſe; 
Make you both cat yout paragraphs ſo evil, BIOL 
And fot your treatment of him, play the aer. ot 
Juſt like two Mohawks on the man you fall; 
No wur@rer is worſe ferv 4 at SUukGcroNns Wer ae 
Inſtead of adding /pleinbur to lis name; 1 
5 Your books are downright gibbets to his fame. . 
Of thoſe, your  anecdotes---may I be caſt, Fo 
[4 I an tell you 2 of them is work, © | 
_. B b You 
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You never with poſterity can thrive- 
Tis bythe Ranbies's death alone you li 
Like wrens (that in ſome volume I have read) - 
Hateh'd hy ſtrange fortune in a horſe's head. 
Pot Sam was rather fainting in his glory, 
But now his fame lies ſoully dead before ye: 
Thus to ſome dying man, f (a frequent caſe) 
Two doctors come, and give the coup de/prace. 
Zounds, Madam !: mind the duties of a wife, 
And dream no more of Doctor Jonxsox's Life; | 
A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding 
Will more delight your friends than all your ſtudying; 
One cut from ven ſon to the heart can ſpeak = 
Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek; 
One fat Sir Loin poſſeſſes more ſublime _ _ 
Than all the airy caſtles built by . 

One nipperkin of fings with a toaſt 
Beats all the ſtreams the Muſes Fount c can + boaſt; 3. 
Bleſt, in one pint of porter, Jo: my belly can 
Find raptures, not in all the floods of Helicon. 
Enough thoſe anece Wee * pow rs Jae, Nen 


4 . 
Ys 
Bp + : 111 Oo? 


; For thee, 155 n may the hand 10 7 
uren thy beef: dl, and confine thy prate! | : | 

” ES Thine 
501 95 IN : | © 34 . F 


3022 1 AND bI0Zz zt. 
Thine egotiſms the world diſguſted hears--- 
Then load with vanities no more our ears, 
Like ſorne lone puppy, yelping all night long, 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet, ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of Fate 
To ſtop thy pen, and ſtill thy darling prate ; 
To live in ſolitude, oh! be thy luck, 
A ng magpie on the Ille of Muck. 


Thus ſpoke the Judge; then leaping from the chair 
He leſt, in conſternation loſt, the Fair: 
| Black Fraxx * he ſought on anecdote to cram, 
And vomit ft a life of ſurly Sam. 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knight, 
The rivals marv'ling mark'd his ſudden flight; 
Then to their pens and paper ruſh'd the twain 
To kill the mangled RamBLER o'er again, 


Doctor JohxsOx's Negro ſervant. 
f The Kxienr's volume is reported to be in great forardurſs, 
and likely to diffance his formidable competitors, 


N. B. The quotations from Mr. Boſwell are made from the ſecond 
edition of his Journal; thoſe from Mrs. Tests from the ficſt 
edition of her Anecdotes. | | 
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ODE UPON OD E; 
" 
A PEEP AT S. FAMES's; 
O Ry 
NEW-YEAR's DAF; 


O R, 


WHAT YOU WILL 


Aus me cungge rapit tempeftggy deferor hoſpes. HokaAcz. Y 
Juſt as the maggot bites, I take my way— 
To Painters now my court reſpectful pay; 
No (ever welcome!) on the Muſe's wings, 
; Drop j jn at Windſor, on the Beſt of Kings ; 
Now at St. James's, about Handel prate, 
Hear Odes, ſee Lords and — and ſmile- at State. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


"READER, 


I THINK: it neceſſary to inform thee, if thou haſt 
not read Mr. Warton's Ode, that I mean not to ſay 
that he hath, ToTIDEx vers, ſung what I have 
afſerted of him; I therefore beg that my Ode may be 
confidered as an amplification of the ingenious Lau- 
 reat's idea. 
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RN OW, Reader, that the Lauzzar's poſt ſublime 
Is deſtin d to record, in handſome rhyme, 
The deeds of Britiſh Monarchs, twice a year : 
If great—how happy is the tuneful tongue! 

If pitfful—(as Shakeſpeare ſays) the ſong 

5 Muſt ſuckle fools, and chronicle ſmall beer.” | 


But Bards muſt take the up-hill with the down; 
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching : 

Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown— 
Therefore, like thoſe? in EY not worth the catch- 


ing. 


o gentle Reader! if, by God's good grace, 

Or (what's more ſought) good intereſt at Court, 
Thou gett'ſt, of Lyric Trumpeter, the place, 
And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping fort; 

Hear ! (at a palace if thou mean iſt to thrive) 
| And of . coachman' learn to drive. 
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Whene'er employ'd to celebrate a King, | 
Let Fancy lend thy Muſe her loſtieſt wing. 

Stun with thy minſtrelſy th! affrighted/fphere; 
Bid thy voice thunder like a hundred batteries ; 
For common ſounds, conveying common flatteries, 

Are zephyrs whiſp'ring to the Royal ear. 


Know glutton· lie, on praiſe each Monarch erams: 
Hot ſpices fuit alone their. pamper d nature: 
Alas ! the ſtomach, parch'd by burning drams, 

With mad dog terror fiarts at fimple water. 


Fierce is each royal mania for applauſe; 15 

And, as a horſe- pond wide, are Monarch maws 
Form ' d therefore on a pretty ample | ſcale: 3 

To ſound the decent panegyric Does. ©... 4 | 


To pour the modeſt flatt'ries down their throat, 8 
Were offering ſhrimps for dinner to a whale, | 


And mind Eger ti roo Kings, 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the ſtrings; 

Give the Queen's Toad-eater a handſome py 
And fear ſhe always has more grace Düül 
Than ev'n to ſell the meaneft place 

Swear too, the woman keeps no Title-ſhop ;. . 


mY Y # bin. __m > 


ODE" VPON ODE 379 
Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church- yard, * a 
Wha on each paſſenger for cuſtom ftare, | 
And, in the happy tones of traffic, cry, AT 
tc Sher / vat you buy, Sher Ber- Madam! vat you buy?" 


Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode! 

The true-bred Oourtiers wonder whilſt I 1 
And, with grave vizards,: and ſtretch d eyes to God, 
Pranounce my demon a moſt impious ſpeech s 
With all my ſpirit--rlet. them damn my lays--- 
A Courtier's curſes are exaltcd praiſe, . 


of * 1 
+ $ 


I HEAR a ftartled Moraliſt exclaim, 

« Fic, Peter, Pere! fie for ſhame! 
« Such counſel difagrees with my digeſtion.” v 
Well! well! then, my old SOCRATES, to pleaſe thee, 

For much I'm willing of thy qualms to caſe thee, 
TU nobly t take the other fide the queſtion. 1 


en \ Par Exompler - 1 Ad 

 Farn Praiſe is flerking gold---all ſhould defire ĩt— 
Flatt'ry, baſe coin---a cheat upon the nation ; 
And yet, our vanity doth. much admire; it, 


And really ge- i all is circulation. 
- — 2 5 LAT T Rx 8 


The World -a bottle of Tokay ſo 3 
The engine always can its eork ſubdue, 


FLATT ** r wean; Wundt an dak; 
This oak is often honeſt blurit Joux Bor . 

Which ivy would its great ſup orter chqak, 
Whilſt Jonx (fo thick the walls of his dark a 

Deems it a pretty ornament, and ſtruts - 

Till Mafter Ivy creeps into Job's guts, 

And giyes poor thoughtleſs Jonx a ſet of gripes: 

Then, like an organ, opening all his pipes, 


SS# 2.33 2+-# 


Finds out t the raw ts folly entertain 


kan is 2 b * ] ft, 8 — 

; As ſimply. as a Quaker beauty dreſt: 

No oſtentation | her 8-7-0 yan, parade; 5 
Sweet nymph ! and of few words poſſeſt; 


Yet, heard with rev'rence when ſhe ſilence * 
A l the man * n os * 


en 


Furr RY'S yy Preach Milliversa 3 


vr d with rouge, and * array d— | 
rtr | | ” Makes 
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Makes fancy love to ev'ry man ſhe meets; 
And offers ev'n her favours in the ſtreets. 


7 
* 


And yet, inſtead of heeding public hiſſes, 

Divines ſo grave---Philoſophers can bear her ; 
What's ſtranger ſtill, with childiſh rapture hear het; 

Nay, court the ſmiling harlot's very iſe: 
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RICH as Dutch cargoes from the fragrant Eaſt, 
Or cuſtard pudding at a city feaſt, 

To's incenſt greets his Sovereign's hungry noſe: 
For, bating Bitth-day torrents from Parnaſſus, 
And New-year's ſpring-tide of divine molaſſes, 

| Fame in a ſcanty rill to Windſor flows) 


Poets (quoth tuneſul Tow) in ancient times, 
Delighted all the country with their rhymes z 

Sung Knights and barbed ſteeds with valour big: 
Knights who encounter'd witches murder d wizards, 
Flogg'd Pagans, till they grumbled in their gizzards; 
Rogues) with no more religion than a pig: 


Knights who illumin'd poor dark fouls, | 
Through pretty little well-form'd eyelet holes, 
By pious pikes and godly lances made 
Tools! that work'd wonders in the holy trade; 
= With 


| op vyoN ODE. 383 
With battle-axes fit to knock down bulls, 
And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With force the ſacred: Oracles to tell 
Unto the thickeſt OT ſeulls: 


Knights, who, ſo famous at the game of Tourney 
Took boldly to the Holy Land a journey, 

To plant, with ſwords, in hearts, the Goſpel ſeeds; 
Juſt as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds, 

Or pierce. the boſom of the ſullen earth, 

To. give to radiſhes or onions birth: : 


Knights, wa when ran on x the hoſiile Feld, 
And, to an enemy oblig d to yield, - 
Could neither leg, nor arm, nor neck, nor nob ics, 

Poor devils !. who, like alligators hack ED 
At length by hammers, hatchets, ſledges, crack * 
Mere Crag! d from coats of armour---like a lobſter. 


Great (lays the Laureat) v were e the Poet $ rag 
On idle daring red-croſs ra ggamuffins, 

Who, for their childiſhnefs, deſery'd a birch: 
Quoth Tow, a worthier ſubject now, thank God 15 
Inſpires the lofty Dealer i in the Ode, A 3 
Than blockbeads battling f for old Mother church, 


Ties 
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Times (quoth bur courtly Bard) are alter'd quite; 

The Poet ſeorns what charm'd of yore the ; 
Goths, Vandals; caſtles, hofſes, mares: 

The poliſh d Poet of the preſent day 

Doth in his taſty ſhop diſplay, 

Ah! vaſtly prettier-colour'd wares: 0 
The Poet oulds his harp ts manners mild, 
Quoth Toto Monarchs, who, with rapture wild, 
Hear their own praiſe with mouths of gaping wonder, 
And catch each crotchet of the Birthday thunder: 
Crotchets that ſcorn the praiſe of common . 
Though not moſt muficat---moſt melaticholy ; ; | 
Ah! crotchets doom ' d to thatm our ears no Wale 
Althougli by Miſter Pixsons ſet in feart; © 
Drear and eternal filence doom d to keep, 

Whet, ere tlie dark waters of oblivion ſleep: 
To ſpeak i in humbler Engliſh- doom d to * 
With Court addreſſes, in a muſty cheſt. 

Vet all the Lady Amateurs declar'd, 

They were the charming” ft things they er ever = heard B 
As for Sample all the angel G ibEo xs : 

That is is, thy Lady, and her daughters fair, om 

With coal-black. eyebrows, : and ſweet Hebrew 3 ar 


F 
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The fore produce of the two religions: 


257+ #1 2 


Thus, in their virtues, fox-hounds beſt ſucceed, 
When ſportſmen very wiſely croſs the breed : 
And thus with nobler luſtre ſhines the fowl __ , ; 
Begot between a game-hen and an owl. 


Sir Sampſon too declar'd, with yoice dine, 

cc Dat ſhince he haf turn Ch reeſtian, and eat hog, J 
6 He nebber did hear mooſhic half ſho fine; 

4 No! nebber Meiner He fs de Sang opus. 


2 


His ace of Queenſb'rry too, with eyes though dim, 


And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd! 


Liſt' ning, in attitude of Corp'ral Trim, 
He rais' his thin grey curl to catch * ſound: 


5 A B 5 I. ; AR 
Then ſwore has airs would never r meet their matches, 


But in his own immortal.glees and catches.“ 00 
Yet were thoſe crotchets all condemn'd to reſt 


In the ons. boſom of a muſty t „ 


Crotchets that . into ſo far an air, A 
As charm'd my Lady Mayoreſs and Lord Mayor; 
Who thought (and really they were true believers) 
The muſic equall d marrow- bones and cleavers. 


{M7 * + 1 . 1 44 Da 55 * 
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* Though not a 8 his Grace is added eres 
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his muſical gueſts, to be a very pretty catch maker. 
: Yor. I 4. C C Strains [ 
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strain! Utit the Reverend Biſhops had no quits 
In faying, tat they equall'd David's Plalnis ; | 
But not furpHg'd"ir melody the bell 115. 

That mournfut 8 nech an Archibilkdp's knelt; 
Strains! that. Sir Joſe ph N deem d Kine. 
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Sweet as s the uavers of his fatteſt vine. 5 


Ann „ins ** 
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Een buff Lord BradenelF's Gif Aamir d the train, 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain; . 

Who, winking; beat with duck-like nods the time, 
And eee 10 the hc . | 


Yes, this nioſt 187 1 Lord admird "I "My 5 
A Lord who, too, delights in Opera-dancing; 
Teles agel both tote teten arts «dvikicing, | 

Moſt _ nen _ be broad. 

01 Deter 9 Ha r%102 

80 1 by dancing is his pi an * 

Behind the Op'ra ſcenes b he conſtant Boes. 1 


(i 131 43 JT: 


To kiſs the little finger of « Coptonch , 
To, mark her knees, and many-t winkling to toes. 75 


eden bits :eonod ron ine n 
» 1 Amateur — without his Lordi f there. can be no 
id ei n e rx ron dyed] * 

+ A firtaancernt the Oper e e! ſtarry . "At 
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Too, all the other Lords; with whiſpers Fvarming, 
Cid bn ! bravo! charming! bravo Nn 
And Maze ſty itſetr, to muſic bred; 
Pronounc'd it“ Very, very good, indeed 
Inddigiug, p'rhaps, the very natral dicam, 
That all its charts were owing to the hehe. 


z 


Not but ſome mall degree of Lens pleafure 
Might in the brace of R- y-l boſoms riſe, 
To think they heard it without waſte of treaſure; \ 


80 Ai IXPences ces are e lovely i in their e = ag 


For not long fince, 11 heard! a forward dame 

Thus, i in a tone of impudence, exclaim— | 
« Good God! ! how Kings and Queens a. forg adore! 
« With what delight they order an encore! 

“ When that ſame ſong, encor'd, for nothing flows! . 

3 « This Manas Mana to her forrow knows. 


DLL E 4 : 


0 To Windlor, oft, and che to Kew, 1 
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The R-y- 1 mandate Mara drew. gs : T- 


T3364; a 


* No cheering drop 1 the Dame was aſk” d to fps "I 


5 No bread, was offer d to her quiy' ring lip; L 6k bd. 


LE! wh _ 


& Though faint, the was not ſuffer” d to fit down, = 
“ Such Was the  grodieſs—grandeur of the Cr—n 8 
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Now tell me, will it ever be believ d, 
cc How much for ſong. and chaiſe-hire ſhe receiv'd? 
« How much pray, think ye? n. guiness- 
„„ ü 
Moſt ſurely be- —* N o, no. Air. — ob! 
** Pray, gueſs in reaſon come, again. 
Alas ! you jeer us Twenty at the leaſt; 
No man could ever be ſo great a bet 
As not to give ber twenty for her Pain.— 1 | 
6 To keep you, then, no longer i in ſuſpenſe, | 
« For Mara' 8 chaiſe-hire and unrivall d note, 
Out of their wonderful benevolence, 
Their bounteous M- ies gave not a groat.” 
« Aye!” ery'd a ſecond land rer. with a ſneer, | 


11441 


cc 8s Miſtreſs Sibpons, fe was order a, out” 
To wait too upon Mayzry, to ſpout--- 
« To read old Shakeſpeare's As you like it to em; 
« And how to mind their flops, and, commas, new em: : 
She read---was told 'twas very, very 12 75 f 
oy Excepting / here and there a line 8 25 
« To which the Royal wiſdom did objedt-- - 
« And which, in, all the pride of emendation „ ; 
« And partly to improve her reputation, 5 


« His — TY oe to correct 
SIA 3 «6 Then 


”_ 
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« Then turning to the Partner of his Bed, * 
« On tiptoe mounted by ſelf-approbatio® 
A very modeſt elevation, | | LY 
« Heery'd, © Mind, CHARLY, that's the way to read. 


“ The Actreſs reading, ſpouting---out of breath, 

“ Stood all the time---was nearly tir'd to death; 

“ Whilſt their great M-j---ies, in Royal fiyle, 
“At perfect eaſe were ſitting all the while. 
« Nor offer d to her was one drop of beer, 

& Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer : 

« Ready to drop to earth, ſhe muſt have ſunk, 

« But for a child, that at the hardſhip ſhrunk--- 
3 A little Prixce, who mark” d her ſituation, 

" Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation : 


© La! Miſtreſs Sippoxs is quite faint indeed, 

© How pale! I'm ſure ſhe cannot longer read: 
She ſomewhat wants, her ſpirits to repair, 
# And would, I'm ſure, be happy in a chair. 


« What follow'd ?---Why, the R-y-l pair aroſe 
Surly enough, one fairly may ſuppoſe! 
* And to a room adjoining made retreat, 


* To let her, for one minute, Neal a ſeat. 
N 8 Ces <a. 


"a. „ 
** 
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« M length the Aﬀtreſs ceas d to.xead and ſpout, 1 
© Where generoſity's a crying fins 

« Her curtſy dropp'd-;-was nodded to --came out 


So rich!“ How rich? as rich asſhe wer! in.” 
Such are the ſtories twain !---Why, grant the fact, 


Are * pray, like common folks to act? 


Should N call it ec: and blame... 


Such R-y4l conduc, I'd cry, Fie upon her ! 
To Miſtreſs S1nnons freely ſay the ſame 


Sufficient for ſuch Ft is ag honour / 


Een I, the Band, expect no gifs from Kinss, 
Although 1 I've ſaid -F them ſuch handſome things ; 
Nay, not their eye 5 attention, whoſe bright ray 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor lay, 


And, like the Sux, ſo kind to procreation, 
Increaſe withip my brain the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales. Now, Musk, thy ftrain 
Digreſſive, turn t Drawing: Rooms again. 


There to was Per, who ſerap ꝗ and bay'dto ond. 
And whiſper'd Majeſiy, twas vaſtly fine: 

Then wiſh'd ſuch harmony could once bg found, . 
Where be, egch . Was HOO like à ſane. 


By 
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By that arch-fiend CrarLEs Fox, and his vile wecker ; 


Villains ! in nought but black rebellion hearty ; 
Fellows! who, had the impudence to place 1 .- > 
The ſacred ſceptre underneath the mace, _ 

And twiſted ropes, with malice diſappointed, 

To hamper or to hang the Lokp's Axointep, 


To hom a certain SAGE ſo carneſt ery'd, „ 
“ Don' t mind don t mind. --the rogues Sp aim 
ce have miſs d — 12 1 


* Don't fear your place, whilſt 1 am well ſupply” d 
« But mind, mind poverty of Civil Lift. 


6+ Swear that no K---g's ſo poor upon the globe; 
* Compare me- yes, compare me to poor Jos. 
* What, what, PiTT---he ? We muſt have t 'other 


v7 grant | 


« What, what? You know, 1 that ny old dead | 


« Aunt * 
« Left not a ſixpence, Pirr, theſe eycs to bleſs, - 
But from the pariſh ſay'd that fool at Heſſe. 


„The late PIR ESS AmELIA ſent nearly four hundred thou- 
ſand pounds out of the kingdom; yet what is that ſum to ten or 
twelve millions, which may one day trayel from the nation ? This 
is a ſerious affair, and which ought to be looked to. 
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« But mind me---he, to plague her heart when dying, 0 
« I was a conſtant hunter Nimrod ſtill; 


« And when in ſtate as dead's a 1 
« I car'd not, for Fknew the Woman's Wil. | 


« And three days after ſhe was dead, 
Which ſome folks thought prodigiouſſy profane, 
_ « I took it--—yes---I took it in my head, 
4 To order Sir Jobn Brute at Drury Lane: 
« Had the reſpected me, I do aver, 


I ſhould have ſtay d at home, and thought of ber. 


«& And mind---keep . GR as Poor as a church 
« mouſe; : 

Vote not a halſpenny for Carleton Houſe: 

“This may appear like wonderſul barbarity--- 

But mind, Prrr, mind---he gains in popularity. 


e T ſeehimo'er his Father try to riſe, ; 

*& And mount an eagle to the ſkies; "Is | 
« But poverty will check his daring flight--- 

© Befides, ſhould Grone x receive a grant, 

« He gets the golden orbs I want 

Then Civil Liſt deficiencies, good niglit! 


« And 
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« And he! that wicked ſon-in-law of Brown,* 
« Lofing all fort of rev'rence for a Crown, 

« Hath ſent me in a bill fo dread--- 
« What's very ſtrange too, Prrr, I'll tell ye more--- 
The raſcal came into my houſe, and ſwore | 

« Twas a juſt bill, and that he u be paid; 
Ves, that he would, he ſwore--- (how ſaucy! Prrr) 
« Or ſend a lawyer to me with a 717. 


« Down ſent I Rawvs to him o'er and o'er, 
< To ſay that BaowN had had enough--- 
6 And bid him to the Palace come no more 
4 To poſter Majeſty with bills and ſtuff. 


. What, Pirr, pray don't you think I'm right 
« quite right?“ 
On which the Premier, with a fault'ring bow, 
Star'd in the face by Txvra---looking I don't know 
how, 
Hem d out a faint afſent---Heay' ns, how polite ! 
How pretty 'twas in Prĩr, what great good ſenſe, 
Not to give Majeſty the leaſt offence ! | 


* Mr, Holland, the architect, who married a daughter of the 


late Capability Brown, and who hath ſeveral times impertinently trou- 
bled the Palace with a bill of two thouſand pounds, due for work 


done by his father-in-law in the Ro dens. 
* | "__ W hereas, 
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Whereas, the CnaxckLLonx, had be been there, 
Whoſe tutor, one would think, had been a bear, 
Thinking a Briton to no forms confin'd, 
But born with privilege to ſpeak his mind, 
Had anſwer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
I think your Majeſty. d-mn-tion wrong :— 
« I know no moral or preſeriptive right 
In Kings to * a ſubject of a mite: 

« Give him his juſt demand—it is but fit— 
Such littleneſſes look extremely odd | 
e Before me ſhould the matter come, by G-d 

6e Your Majeſty will curſedly be bit :--- 
« Kings by a ſenſe of honour ſhould be ſway'd--- 
* Holland my, wil, by G. d he lh be paid.” 


Lord Rochronp, too, the gentle youth! was there, 
Whoſe ſweet falſetto voice is often ſported 
In glees and catches; ſo that all who hear, 


| Believe, a pretty /emi-vir imported. 


Anxious to pleaſe the royal pair 1 
Lord SALISBURY prais'd the words and air; 


fy Lerd--wh 4:3 a age tuneful e a 
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Who kindly teaches cobblers how to ſing, 
Inſtructs his butler, baker, on the firing, 


And with Apollo's laurel crowns his valet.* 


« A cobbler, baker, chang'd to a muſician, 
“Butlers, and lick-trenchers!“ my reader roars ; 
The ſacred art is in a ſweet condition--- 


A pretty way of rubbing out old ſcores ! 


** God bleſs his generoſity and purſe : 
* Soon probably his grandmother, or nurſe, 
„May to the happy band unite their notes 
FPerchance, the liſt reſpectable to grace, 

fHis Lordſhip s fav'rite horſe may ſhew his face, 


6 And earn, as chorus finger, all his oats.” 


There too, that cloſe attendant on the Kiy G, 
Sir CnanLEs, . the active, elegant, and ſupple, 
Join'd with the happy Beings of the ring, | 
nl bow'd and ſcrap'd before the ſcepter'd couple; : 


..# His Lordſhip made ſome fad appointments to his Majeſty's 
band—ignorant, unmuſical rogues, who receive the ſalary, and | 
thrum by proxy: however he hath behaved better lately, and made 
atonement, by giving SUIELD, DANCE, BLAKE, SARKE, and 
Hackwoop, to the band. F 


1 Sir Charles Thompſon, 
Pour'd 
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Pour'd high encomium on the birth-day din, 
And won the meed of many a royal grin. 


Sir CHARLES ! the moſt polite, devoted man, 
| Form'd perfectly upon the Courtier plan, > 
Watches each. motion of the royal lips, 

And round His Majeſty ſo lively ſkips : 


Keen as a hawk, obſerves his Sovereign's eye, 


Explores its wants, and dwells upon its ſtare, | 


As if he really was to live or die | 
According to th' appearance of the glare: 
Hops, dances, of true courtlineſs the type, 
Juſt like a pea on a tobacco-pipe. 
Oft will his facred M———y look down, 
With aſpect conſcious of a glorious Crown ; 
Look down with ſarly grandeur on the Knight, 
As if ſuch ſervile homage was his right ; 
And, by a flare, inform the fearful thing, 
A diff rence twixt a ae and a Ah 


Thus when a little fearful puppy meets | 
A noble Newfoundland in the fircets, 
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He creeps, and whines, and licks the lofty brute ; | 
Curls round him, falls upon his back, and then 
Springs up and gambols—tfriſks it back agen, 

And crawls in dread ſubmiſſion to his foot; 

Looks up, and hugs his neck, and ſeems t intreat him, 
With ev'ry mark of terror, not to cat him. 


The Newfoundland dog, conſcious of his might, 
Cocks high his tail and ears, his ſtate to ſhow . 
Then lifts his leg (a little unpolite) 

And almoſt drowns the ſupplicant below; 

Then ſeems, in full-blown majeſty, to ſay, 

Great is my power---but, lo! I'll not abulc it ; / 
* TmCxsax ! paltry creature, go thy way; 

* But mind, I can devour thee, if I chuſe it.” 


Sir Cnantms at theatres oft awe his mien, 

Skips from his Majeſty behind the ſcene, EE 73 
To make a famous actreſs bleſt, by ſaying, - 1 26 

How pleas'd the Monarch is---how oft he clapp'd, ., 

How oft the Queen her fan ſo gracious tapp d, Yn 
In approbation of her N i 


121 


Ten 
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Then will the Knight, with motions all ſo quick, 
Ruſh back again, 0 erjo yd, through thin and . 
And to their Srred Mujetties repair, 
Loaded with curtſies, ſpeeches; thanks, fine s: | 
Proud a3 ſonie 614 dame's nag with qtieens and kings 
Of gingerbread, to grace a country fair... 1 


Then w II Sit Cx antes race back, with bold career, 
With Tomethinilg ve, the Royal mouths Nen * 
Sweet to the Actreſs's aſtoniſh'd ear, my 
As ſugar-plumns to brats---6r bread "OR butter; ; 


Then back to Majeſty Sir CMARKIEAG will 95 05 
With the great Acres ſablime reply /; 
As for example Dear Sir CARL Es, dear friend, 
« Pray thank their Mæjefties extreme gbd nature, 
« Who in their 9 can condeſcend 
% To honour th us their Pc poor devoted creature: 
c Whoſe batten e g. ves g glory to a name; NS 
ce « Whoſe ſmiles Alolie confer iti mortal kame. 3 
46 Ibeg, Sir Canis, oel tlie bum ' Pf Wins _ 


cc Comm ad me t 0 tlie belt of Lan; and kings 
| * iq > « Le: Maths 


Back with the meſſages Sir S will run, 
Kiid with them charm of Majeſby the Sun, 


And 
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And bid him, like his brother in tlie ſkies, 
Dart ſmiling radiance from his mouth and eyes 
Thrice happy Knight! all parties form'd to pleaſe ! 
Bleſt _ of ſuch nene as theſe ! J 


Thus midi 1 battle's rage, like lightning, ſcours 
An Aide- de- camp, his General's orders carrying; 

Bravely he gallops through the bullet ſnow rs, 
But ſcarce a fingle minute tarrying ; 

Then to the General back with anſwer comes, 

Midſt the deep thunder of great guns and drums: 


Now forth again with more command he fallies, 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry ; 

To bis which runs away, to hat Which rallies, RATA 
- All 4 ea wild, and ee nega He 


Le” FSqTE# 


[1 


Yet "A there he Who much the day dechyu. ag 41" 
Old Lady Maxy Duncan (ſays report). 
What, no dear, dear Caftrato here!“ thi fl? 


e * 


oy Why then, | P-X take the roarings and the Obrt 


{ ; 
14 


« Then Lor d have mercy on my tortur'd cats, © © 


8 And'f eld 5 me Pe - ſhouts of f Wael He VG.” 
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e Are ſuch the pretty notes to pleaſe? 
4 Then may I never more hear ſounds like theſe! 
“In days of yore they might have had their merit, 
« Amongſt the rams-horns to have borne a bob, 
That did at Jericho the wondrous job— : 
* Knock'd down the wall with ſo much ſpirit. 


«© The ſounds may anſwer to play tricks 
«© Amongſt a pack of drunken aſſes; 

5% To break, as if it were with ſticks, 
The bones of bottles and poor glaſſes. 


« Where, where is Pacchierotti's heartaſelt flrain ? 
% Where Rubinelli's ſofenuto note? 
« That tickled oft my ſighing ſoul to pain! ? 
“ That bade my ſenſes in Elyſium float? 
4 Avaunt! you vile black-bearded rogues—avaunt ! 55 
ce 'Tis ſmoother chins, and ſweeter tones, I ani. 


My Lord of. Exzren was 1 than. | 
Who, marw ling, cock d his time-diſcerning e ear 
To n. that did ſuch honour to a Throne : 
There 1 UxBriper taught the audience how to think, 
With much ſignificant and knowing wink, 
And ſpeeches clad in Wiſdom's critic tone; 


Who 
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Who! look'd muſicians through with half-ſhut eyes; 
Moſt ſolemn, moſt chromatically wiſe ! 


Saxpwicn, the glory of each jovial meeting, 

This fiddler now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his habs and bums : 
Great in tattoo, my Lord, and croſs-hand roll; 
Great in the dead-march ſtroke ſublime of Saul, 
He beats Old Aſsbridge * on the kettle- drums. 


What pity, to our military hoſt 
That ſach a charming drummer ſhould be loſt! 
And feel through life his glories overcaſt 


At that dull Board, where, never could he learn, 


Of ſhips, the diff rence between fem and fern, 
 Hen- -CO0PS and boats, the rudder and the maſt. 


Say—'midſt the tuneful tribe was EpmuxD Dems ? 


No! Mu was cutting out for HasTINGs, Work; 


Writing to Coufin WII L and Co. to league em 


Againſt that rogue, who like a ruffian roſe, 
And tweak'd a bulſe of jewels from the noſe 
Of Dames in India, chriſten'd Munny Begum. 


*A kettle-drummer of great celebrity. 
+ The Admiralty, t In India. 


Vol. I. D d EpyuxD! 
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EparonD ! who formerly look'd fierce as Grimbald 

On that moſt horrid imp, Sir Thomas Rumbold ; 
Vow'd, like a ſheep, to flay that Eaſtern thiet ; 

Till frange good fortune open'd EpmunD's eyes: 

Oh! then he heard of Innocence the cries, 
And, like Jew converts, damn'd his old belief. 

Vet, let ſome praiſe for Mun's converſion pats 

To that great wonder-worker, Saint Dundas. 


EpmuND! who battled hard for PowELL's life, 
And ſwore no man 1n virtue e'er went further : 
To prove which oath, this Pow ELI. took a knife, 

And made the world believe it, by ſelf-murther. 


Reader, ſuppoſe I give thee a ſmall Ode, 
Made when vile Tieeoo. Sar in triumph rode, 
And play'd the devil on our Indian Borders, 


In perſon, or by vile Satanic orders: 


When Edmund Burke, ſo famous for fine ſpecches, 
From trope to rope, a downright rabbit, ſkipping, . 
Meant, ſchool-boy like, to | take down Hasrixes 
_ breeches, - 3 
And give the noble Goren NOR a a whipping? 
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If r rightly, Reader, I tranſlate thy phiz, 
Thou ſmil'f conſent—I thank thee—Here it is. 


But mark my cleanlineſs ere I begin: 

Know, I've not caught the itch of party ns 

To Prrr, or Fox, I never did belong; 
 TzvTn, TxuTH I ſeek—fo help me Gop or Sons ! 


P'rhaps to a Heathen bath thou may'ſt demur : 
Well then—Sufpicion that I mayn't incur, 
But, like a Chriſtian, ſwear I do not ſham— 
By all the angels of yon lofty ſky, 
Where burning ſcraphims and cherubs cry, 
I'm of no party—curſe me if I am! 


By all thoſe wonder-monger ſaints and martyrs, 
Cut for the love of God in halves and quarters; 
By each black foul in purgatory frying; 
By all thoſe whiter ſouls, though we can't ſee em, 
Singing their Ave-Mary and Te Deum 
On yor bright cloud—I ſwear I am not lying. 


No! fe. a as air the Muſe ſhall ſpread her ning; 


Of zohom, and then, and what ſhe pleaſes, fing; 
DAs Though 
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Though Privy-Councils,* jealous of her note, 
Preſcrib'd, of late, a halter for her throat. 


Let Folly ſpring—my eagle, falcon, kite, 

_ Hawk---fatire---what you will---ſhall mark her flight; 
Through huts or palaces ('tis juſt the ſame), | 
With equal rage, purſue the panting game; 

And lay (by princes, or by peaſants, bred) 

Low at the Owxzx's feet, the Cuckoo, dead. 


ODE TO EDMUND. 


MUCH edified am I by EpmunD Burxs! 
Well pleas'd I fee his mill- like mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's good: 
He gives of elocution ſuch a feaſt! 
He tells of ſuch dread doings in the Eaſt! 
And ſighs, « as Se eu his own fleſh and blood. 


95 roff, Cbout, Lack, Onra, Dufluck, Nabob, . 


Crore, 8 0 e leave 10 Ii; 2 in thunder. 


* This i is a piece of ſecret TEEN 
With 
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With matchleſs pathos, Mun deſcribes the gag 
Employ'd by that damn'd ſon of HYDER Nats, 
Nam'd Trieroo---Gags! that Britiſh mouths deteſt ! 

Occaſion'd partly by that man ſo ſad; | 
That HasTiNGs!---oh ! deſerving all that's bad--- 
That villain, murd'rer, tyrant, dog, wild beaſt! 


Poor EpMuND ſees poor Britain's ſetting ſun; 


Poor EDMUND groans---and Britain is undone / 


Reader! thou haſt, I do preſume, 

(God knows though) been in a ſnug room, 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 

And often fancy'd that a ſtorm without 

Hath made a diabolic rout--- 
Sunk ſhips---tore trees up---done a world of harm. 


Yes! thou haſt lifted up thy tearful eyes, 

Fancying thou heardſt of mariners the cries; - 

And ſigh'd, . How wretched now muſt thouſands be 
„ Oh! how I pity the poor ſouls at ſea !” 

When, lo! this dreadful. tempeſt, and his roar, 


A - pb the key-hole of the door! 
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Now, may not Epmund's howlings be a nigh 
Preſſing through EDMUND $ Rags for loaves and 
fiſhes, 
On which he long hath look'd with longing eye, 
To fill poor EpmuxD's not o'er-burden'd diſhes ? 


Give Mon a ſop-- forgot will be complaint; 
BrrTain be fafe, and Hasrixos prove a Saint. 


NOW for the Drawing-room---O Muſe, ſo madding, 
Delighted in digreſſion to be gadding. 


Hampden and Forteſcne (brave names!) attended--- 
The 22% in Catches wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clarges too was there, ET 
To all the graces as to muſic born; 
Whoſe notes fo ſweetly melting ſoothe the ear! 
_ Soft as the robin's to the bluſh of morn! = 


There too the rare Vol di- Gumbu Pratt, 
Whoſe fingers fair the ſtrings ſo nicely pat, 
And bow that brings out ſounds unknown at Babel--- 
Though not fo ſweet as thoſe of Miſter Abel. 
3 1 
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Dear Maid! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts, 


Who muſic cons as well as law; and ſwears 
The girl ſhall ſcrub no foul's but Handel's airs, 
To whom he thinks our great compoſers, cats: 


Id eft, Sacchini, Haydn, Bach, and Gluck, 
And twenty more, who never had the luck 
To pleaſe the nicer ears of ſome crown'd FOLK ; 

Ears that, like other people's though they grow, 

Poor creatures! really want the ſenſe to know 
Palm tunes ſo mournful from the old Black Joke, 


That muſty muſic-hunter too Maſ. D. 

Much travell'd Burney, came to hear and ſee ; 

H 2 in his tour, who found ſuch great protectors--- 

Kings, Queens, nn * Margravines, 
Electors, | 

Who aſk'd the Doctor many a gracious queſtion, 

And treated him with marv'lous hoſpitality ; 

Gueſſing he had as clever a digeſtion 

For meat and drink, as muſic of rare quality. 


Not with much glee the Doctor heard the Ode, 


But turn d his diſappointed eyes to Gop ; 
 Dd4q4 And 
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And wiſh'd it his own ſetting, with a figh ; 
For, ere to Sal 'ſbury's houſe the Doctor came, 
To get, as OD E-sETTER, enroll'd his name, 

Behold! hehold the edding 7was gone by. 


Ah! how unlucky that the prize was loſt! 
Parſons, who, daring, daſh'dthrough thick and tliin— 
Eclipſe the ſecond !—got like lightning in, 


N When Burney juſt had reach'd the diftant poſt. 


Yet, gentle Muſe, let candour his allow, 

That, though his heart was mortified enow, 

The Doctor did his rival's art admire, 

And own'd his maiden crotchets full of fire; 
Crotchets! though ſweet, alas! condemn'd to lie, 
Like Royal virtues, hid from mortal eye ! 


Crotchets that ſongful Miſter Parſons ties 

To Tom's big phraſe, to make ſublimer cries ; 

Thrice happy union to entrance the ſoul! 

How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair, 

By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 
Ty'd tail to tail, and thrown acroſs, a pole! 


| But 
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409 
But where was great Sir Watkyn all this time 
Why heard he not the air and lofty rhyme ? 
The fleek Welſh Deity, who muſic knows; 
The ALEXANDER of the 'Tot'n'am# troops, 
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Who, tutor'd by his ſtampings, nods, grunts, whoops, 


S 


Do wondrous execution with their bows? 


2 


Oz "1 7 * A. ” 
— — 
k n 


Sir Watkyn, deep in diſmal dudgeon gone, 
Far in his Cambrian villa ꝙ fat alone; 
To Miſtreſs Walſingham r he ſcrubb'd his baſe, 
Whilſt anger ſwell'd the volume öf his face, 
Flaming, like ſuns of London in a fog; 
Of Miſtreſs Walſingham he ſang with ire; 
His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire; 


His mighty ſoul for vengeance all agog. 
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AcniLLEes thus, affronted to the beard, 
His ſledge-like fiſt o'er Agamemnon rear d, 


* Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Ancient Mufic Concert in 
Tottenham Street, and much attended to, both for his art and 
ſcience, 


+ Wynneſtay, 


t The quarrel between the Knight and the Lady was a wonderful 
one—T antene animis e iræ 


And 
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And down his throat would fain his words haveramm'd; 
Who, after oaths (a pretty decent volley,) 
And rating the long Monarch for his folly, 
Inform'd the King of Men he might be d-mn'd ; 
Then to his tent majeſtic ſtrode, to rum, 
And ſcrape his anger out on tweedle-dum. 


Vet Miſtreſs Walſingham the Ode attended; 
From Squire Apollo lineally deſcended 

A dame who dances, paints, and plays, and ſings; 
The Saint Cecilia Queen of wind and ftrings ! 
Though ſcarcely bigger than a cat—a dame, 
Midſt the Bas Bleus, a giant as to fame, 


When fiddle, hautboy, clarinet, baſſoon, 

On Sunday (deem'd by as good Chriſtians, odd) 
Unite their clang, and pour their merry tune 
"bh jiggiſh gratitude to Gop ; 

Lo! if a witleſs Member ſhould e 5 

Inſtead of Handel, ſtrains perchance of Haydn, 

A fierce SMR ANS ſhe flames with fire— 

This Amazonian, crotchet- loving maiden 

She looks at him with ſuch a pair of t N 
Reader, by way of fmile-digreffion, 

255 505 to my ſubject happily applies 


Didſt ever ſee Grimalkin in a paſſion, 
| Lifting 
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Lifting her back, and ears, and tail, and hair; 
Giving her two expreſſive gogglers, 
(Not in the ſweet and tender ſtyle of oglers) 

A fierce, broad, wild, fix'd, furious, threat ning ſtare ? 


If fo—thou may'ſt ſome faint idea have 

Of this great Lady at her tuneful club— 
Who very often hath been heard to rave, 
And with much cloquence the Members ſnub. 


: 


Some people by their ſouls will ſwear, 
That if Muſicians miſs but half a bar, 
Juſt like an Iriſhman ſhe ſtarts to bother; 
And, in the violence of quaver madneſs, 
Where nought ſhould reign but harmony and os 
She knocks one tuneful head againſt another; 
Then ſcreams in ſuch chromatic tones 
Upon Apollo's poor affrighted ſons, 
Whoſe trembling tongues, when her's begins to ſound, 
Are, in the dire vociferation, drown'd ! 


Thus when old Oxford's bell, baptiz'd Great Tom. 
Shakes all the city with bis iron tongue. 
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The little tinklers might as well be dumb 
As aſk attention to their puny ſong; 
So much the Lilliputians are o'ercome 


By the deep thunder of the Mighty Tom. 


Handel, as fam'd for manners as a pig, 
Enrag'd, upon a time pull'd off his wig, 
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni' 8 . 
Becauſe the little Syren miſs· d a grace: 
Muſicians, therefore, ſhould beware; ; 

Or in the ſace of ſome unlucky chap, 
Although the cannot fling a load of hair, 

She probably may dart her cap. 


Oft when a youth to ſome ſweet bluſhing maid 

Hath ſlily whiſper'd amatory things, 

And, more by paſſion than by muſic way d, 

Broke on the tuneful dialogue of N == 
Rous d like a tigreſs from a fav'rite —_—_—_ 

' Uphath the valiant Gentlewoman ſprung, 
With lightning look, and thund ring tongue, 
py Ready with out-ſtretch'd neck to eat the _ 
That boldly dar dſo blaſphemouſly raſh - 

| Mix with * air divine his love-fick traſh, 
2" nt Reader, | 


— 
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Reader, attend her—ſhe will fo enrich ye 
With muſic knowledges of every kind, 
From that poor nothing-monger, old Quilici, 

To Handel's lofty and capacious mind; 
Run wild diviſions on the various merit 
Of this and that compoſer's ſpirit 
On Grvcx's ſublimities be all ſo chatty ; 
Talk of the ſerio-comic of Piccini, 
Compare the elegance of ſweet Sacchini, 
And iron melodics of old Scarlatti! 


But not one word on Britiſh worth, J ween;- 
Their very mention gives the Dame the ſpleen: | 
*Twere een diſgrace to tell their mawkiſh names: 
Mere cart-horſes—poor uninventive fools, 
Who neither muſic make, nor know its rules; 


Whoſe works ſhould only come to light in flames. 


To depths of muſic doth this Dame pretend, 
Nought can her ſcience well tranſcend, — 
If you the Lady's own opinion aſk ; 
And when ſhe talks of muſical enditers, 
She ſhows a vaſt acquaintance with all writers, 
And takes them critically all to taſk. 


Dear 


; FFP 
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Dear Gentlewoman ! who, fo great, ſo chaſte, 
So foreign in her trveedle-dummiſb taſte, 
Faints at the name of that enchanting fellow, 
The melting Amoroſo, Paiſiello | 
With notes on Tarchi, Sarti, will o'erwhelm ye; 
Giordani, ſweeter than the Hybla honey; 
Anfoſſi, Cimeroſa, Bach, Bertoni, | 
Rauzzini, Abel, Pleyel, Guglielmi! - 
Can tell you, that th' Italian ſchool is airy; 
Expreſſive, elegant, light as a fairy: 
The German, heavy, deep, ſcholaſtic; | 
The French, moſt miſerably whining, moaning, 
Oft like poor devils in the colic groaning, 
Noiſy and ſcreaming, hideous, Hudibraſtic. 


The female viſitors around her gaze, 
With wond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide amaze, 
Jo hear her pompouſly demand the key 
Of ev'ry piece muſicians play; 
Aftoniſh'd ſee this Petticoat-Apollo, 
With ſtamping foot, and beck'ning hands 
And head, time-nodding, iſſue high commands, 
Beating the Tot'n'am-road Director * hollow. 


Les 


* Joah Bate, Eſq. 
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 Yes—they behold, amaz'd, this tuneful whale, 
And catch each crotchet of her rich diſcourſe, 
Utter'd with claſſic elegance and ſorce, 
On Diatonic and Chromatic ſeale : 
Then ſtare to ſee the Lady wiſely pore 
On ſcientific zig-zag ſcore. 


Reader, at this great Lady's Sunday meeting, 
Midſt tuning inſtruments, each other greeting, 
Screaming as if they had not met for years, 

So joyous, and ſo great their clatter !—ſay, 

Didſt ever ſee this Lady ſtriking 4 

Upon her harpſichord, with bending ears? 

With open mouth, and ſtare profound, 
Attention nail'd, and head awry, 
Watching each atom of the tuneful cry, 


Till Alamire uniſon goes round? 


Didſt ever ſce her hands outſtretch'd like wings; 
Towards the Band, though Jed by Cx anus, 
Wide ſwimming for pianos on the ſtrings — 

Now ſudden rais'd, like Miſter Chriſtie's hammer, 
| To bid the forte * roar in ſudden thunder, 
and fill the gaping multitude with wonder ? 


7 


1 3 eſtabliſhed by the Cognoſeenti fe ſhowing the light 
2nd. ſhade of muſic, 
Thou 


— 
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Thou never didſt ?--then, friend, without a n, 
I envy thee a happineſs to come! 


« He moulds his harp,” quoth Tou, 5 to manners 
3 | 
To Kings, for babe-like manners fimple ſtyl'd, 
And grac'd with virtues that would fill a tun; 
To him the Poet humbly makes a 8 
Who, gooſe-like, brooding o'er the fav rite egg 
Of Genius, gives the Phœnix to the ſun, 5 


To him, who for ſuch eggs is always watching, | 

And never more deli ghted than when hatching; 

Which makes the number offer d to the ſun, 
So vaſt !—why, verily as thick as peas, 
That people may collect, with equal caſe, 

A thouſand noble inſtances, as one. 


What numbers, Wspom to his care hath giv'n! 
All hatch'd—ſome living—others gone to Heay'n: 
Thus in the pinnick belt the cuckoo lays, ; 
Then, eaſy as a Frenchman, takes her flight : : 
Due homage to the eggs the pinnick wann 
And ande the e little lubbers into light.” _ 


A bird ſo called in ſome ee that attend: the wiſe bird, 
and feeds him. 5 
The 
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The modern poet ſings, quoth Tom again, 

Of M—chs, who, with economic fury, 
Force all the tuneſul world to Tot n'am- lane, ) 
And lock up all the doors of harmleſs Drury.“ 


Say, why this curſe on Drury's harmleſs door, 
That thus, in anger, WV -x ſhould lock it? 
Muſe, are the Tot'n' am- ſtreet ſubſcribers poor? 


— 


Will Drury keep ſome pence from Tot'n'am's pocket? 


Doth threat' ning bankruptcy extend a gloom 
O'er the proud walls of Tot'n'am's regal room? 


'Pirrhands* tis Mara's ſong that gives offence! 
"Hine illæ lacrymæ Il fear: 

The ſong that once could charm the R—1 ſenſe : 
Delights, alas no more the Royal ear. | 

Gods ! can a guinea darken ey'ry note, 2 

And make the ni ightingale's a raven's throat 2 


* The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury- lane, 
this year, under the conduct of Mr. LinLEY-and Dr. ARNOLD.— 
The Max A was to have exhibited her vocalities. This would have 
been a death-ſtroke to the pi gmy performance in Tottenham-court- 
road. How ſhould the pigmy be ſaved? By killing the giant: 
and lo! his death · warrant hath been ſigned.— By what power of the 


conſtitution? None! Can the Grand Monargue do more ? Luic· 


quid delirant Reges, plectuntur Achivi. 
Vol. I. E e 1 
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But let me give his My a hint, 
Freſh from my brain's prolific mint: 
Suppoſe we amateurs ſhould, in a fury, 
Juſt take it in our John- Bull heads to fay 
(And lo ! tis very probable we 5 
ce We r Wann d 


How 1 lock 5 Blank—wonderfi y bak, 
And think ſuch ſpeech am inſult on his rank: 
What could he do? —oppoſe with ire fo hot? 

I think his M—=-y had better nat!!!“ 


Ws 
Ka 


/ Ni 


Pity a King ſhould with bis ſubjecis ſquabble 
About an Oratorio or a Play: 

It puts:him on a footing with the rabble 305 

And that e e let, me ſay. 


Suppoſe * comes 100 Conqueror et 1. 


For ſuch a victory he ought to feb. 
But: Lord! ſuppoſe, it ſo ſhould come to paſs, | 


" — That * comes ann en black er 


” 4 
4 


* Indeed bis 1 t b al the eds; 
in 7: ſpite of the Royal frown, kath had her Oratorios performed, to 
the x no 0 ſmall i of p Poor deſerted Torreuuau. 8 


Whether 
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Whether he loſe or win the day, | 
The World will chriſten it a paltry! fray. 


Kings ſhould be never in the wrong *--- 
They never are; ſome wiſcacres declare. 
Poi! ſuch a ſpeech may do for birthday ſong 3 
But makes 5 philoſophic people fare! 1 


I -know a certain owner of a C------n, T9 
Not quite a hundred miles from Windſor town, 
Who harbour'd of his neighbour horrid notions--- 


. 


* Yet let us give an inſtance of wrong proceedings —A certain 
K— and Q, inſtead of having concerts at their palace, in the 
ſtyle of other Princes, ſuch as the King of France, the Emperor, 
the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have entered into a private ſubſcription 
for a concert in a pitiful ſtreet. They pay their fix guineas a- 
piece; and, what is more extraordinary, get in their children, as 
we are told, gratis! What is ſtill more extraordinary, they have 
entered into a bond for borrowing two thouſand pounds for putting 
the houſe into a decent repair; fit for the reception of the K 
of the firſt empire upon earth. Of whom has this money been 
borrowed ?—Marvelling reader! of the poor muſicians fund ! 
which money might have been placed out to a much ſuperior ad- 
vantage. Let me add, that the ſubſcribers order a formal rehear- 
fal previous to every concert; ſo. that, in fact, they get a double 
concert for their money ;—undoubtedly to the vaſt ſatisfaction of 
the fingers of the happy Cxamtr, Bon SHIELD, Cinxvetro, 
&c. who, in this / inſtance; earn their money not very unlike the 


5 and laborious animal called a drayhor/e. 
1 f Ee PE ew, A widow 
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A widow gentlewoman, who, he ſaid, 
Popp'd from her window ev'ry day her head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal motions. 


« What? what?“ quoth M——y, < I'll teach her 
To take my motions by ſurpriſe: [eyes 
« One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink tea, nor ſup, 
« But, whip! the woman's head at once is out, 
“ To ſee and hear what we are all about: 
« TH cure * of that W block her up.“ 


Mad as his 1 Grace # * | 
1 For fortifying « ev'ry place, 
From dockyards to a neceſſary houſe, 
The M ch dreamt of nothing but the wall, 
The ſaucy ſpy in petticoats to maul, hag; 
| And make her 1242 Pride crawl To his louſe. | 


„ 


8 1 came, cont . ſtones Sel: 
To block up the poor widow Joxzs, 
Who mark'd this dread blockade, and, with a frown, 
And to the cauſe of freedom true, | 
One of the old hen's chicks ſo wow 1 
| Faſt as the K built . the . den down. * 


wes 


* + Duke of at | Twas 
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"Twas up---'twas down ---'twas up again ---'twas 
down 
Much did the country with the battle ring, 
Between the valiant Widow and the K—-, 

That admiration rais'd in Windſor town: 

The mighty battl'ing Broughtons, and the Slacks, 

Ne'er knew more money betted on their backs. 


Sing, heav'nly Muſe, how ended this affray : 

Juſt as it happens, faith, nine times in ten, 
When dames ſo ſpirited engage with men; 
That is---th' heroic Widow won the day: 


The K—- could not the woman maul ; 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully defeated; 
Then, very wiſely, he retreated, 
And, very prudently, gave up the wall. 


Now fing, O Muſe, the warlike ammunition 
Us'd by the Dame in her beſieg'd condition, 
That on the hoſt of vile invaders flew ; 
Say, did no God nor Goddeſs cry out, Shame! 
And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame 
From ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile crew? 


E e 3 . 
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Yes---Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind, 
Join'd the poor Widow Jones, and ran up ſtairs; 
f Then fiercely can ght up certain earthen wares, 
And, pleas'd his fav'rite element to find, 
Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow, 
And waſh'd, like we ode the combatants _— 


The coddeſs Cloacina ws o is: 
Ruſh'd to the Widows houſe, and join'd the party: 
But ſay, what ammunition fill'd her band, . 
Fame for the Widow to acquire, 
To bid the enemy retire, | 
And give to public ſcorn the daring band ? 


What that frong ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a ſecret---therefore muſt not tell; 
Nor would he for a thouſand pounds reward, 
To beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt reno. 
Yet Nature poſſibly hath made a ſnout, 
Bleſt with ny" to nag it out. 1 


Reader, don't ſtand 0, N daring! like A alf, ih 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh ; 
Thou think'ſt that Monarchs never can act ill: 
Get gay head ſhav'd, . fool ! ! or think ſo till. 
— Whether 
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Whether thou deem'ſt my ſtory falſe or true, 
I value not a ruſh. : 
Wilt have another? —-“ No.” ---Nay, ies do.--- 
« I won t. Thou ſhalt, by Heavens! ſo n 


huſh ! 


But ere 1 give the tale, my tuneful bride, 
My Lady Muſe, ſhall talk of Kings and Pride. 


Some Kings on thrones are children on the lapz - 
Children, that all of us ſee ev'ry day; 

Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel. with their pap, 

| Tearing, and ſwearing they will have their way: 


And what, too, their great reputation, rifles, _ 
Kings quarrel, juſt like children, about zrifles. 


Moreover---'tis a 3 affair 
For kingly worſhüp to be Kick d by fell s 
Who, probably feed half their time on air, 
er old lens or old n i 51 9 


"Ky Lady Prog $ a \ very ioc, BEING, port woe 3 
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Fruitful in * and full of FR; „ 
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Her Ladyſhip in nought can brook denial ; 
And, as for inſult, tis a killing trial, | 
And more n. from men of rags. 


F or © "ny ſuch is "ag Natelineſs, alas! 
Rather than feel the kickings of an ſs, 
Would calmly put up with a leg of horſe ; 
Though pelting her with fiſty times the force ; 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground, 
Were brains within her head- piece to be found. 


A KING and 4 BRICK MAKER. 
& 1 1276 


A KING, near Pimlico, with noſe and ſtate, 
Did very much a neighbouring brick-kiln hate, 
Becauſe the kiln did yomit naſty ſmoke ; 
Which ſmoke---I can't ſay very nicely bred--- 
Did very often take it'in its head | 
"To blacken the Great Houſe, and try the K— to 5K 
4 is 
„A Mr. Scott. Fel 
His 
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His facred Majeſty would, ſputt'ring, ſay, 
Upon a windy day, 
I'll make the raſcal and his brick-kiln hop— 
« P-x take the ſmoke—the ſulphur !—zounds !— 
© It forces down my throat by pounds; 
My belly is a downright blackimith's ſhop.” 


One day, he was ſo peſter'd by a cloud— 
He could not bear it, and thus bawl'd aloud : 
cc De,” roar'd his M 
Work'd, like a lion, to a dev'liſh rage, 

«© Go, tell the raſcal who the brick-kiln owns, 
ce That if he dares to burn another brick, 
“Black all my houſe like hell, and make me ſick, 
« I'll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones.” 


y unto a Page, 


Off Billy Ramus ſet, his errand told: 

* On which the Brickmaker, a little bold, 

Exclaim'd, © He break my bones, good Maſter Page, 
« He ſay my kiln ſha'n't burn another brick, 
& Becauſe it blacks his houſe, and makes him fick! 

6 Billy, go, give my love to Maſter's rage, 

LAnd ſay, more bricks I am reſolv'd to burn ; 
“And if the ſmoke his Worſhip's ſtomach turn, 

| « Tell 
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« Tell him to ſtop his mouth and ſnout: | 
£© Nay more, good Page; his M——y ſhall find 
4 TH always take th' advantage of the wind, 
in "And, _ ws | opt to ſmoke him ct.. 
This was a ſhameful meſſage to a K 
From a poor ragged rogue that dealt i in ned; 
1255 though ſo impudent a thing, aal 
The fellow's rhet'rick could not be withſtood. 


Stiff as againſt poor Haſtings Edmund Burke, 
This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to work, 
And form'd a true Veſuyius on the eye: 
The ſmoke in pitchy volumes roll'd along, 
Ruſl'd through the Royal dome with ſulphur ng 
And, thick eee darken'd all the _ 


To give the ſmoke a naſtier OUS 
Indignant Reader, what doſt think? 

The fellow ſcrap'd the filthieſt fiuff together, 
Old wigs,” old hats, old woollen caps, 'old rugs, 
Replete with many a colony or Bags,'< 5 0 : 
Old ſhoes, old boots, and all the tribe of leather. 


'Thus 
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Thus did the cloud of ſtink and darkneſs ſhade ' 
The building for the Lord's Anointed made, 

And blacken it like palls that grace a burying : © 
Thus was this man of mud and ſtraw employ'd; 
And at the thought ſo wicked, overjoy'd, 

Of ſmoking God's Vicegerent like a herring; 


Of ſerving him as we do parts of ſwine, 
With turkey that to pleaſe our taſte combine: 
Zut 101 this daring baneful rogue of brick 
Fell, for his Sov'reign fortunately, ſick, 
And, ere the wretch could glut his ſpleen and pride, 
By turning Monarchs into bacon died. 


THE modern bard (quoth Tow) ſublimely ſings 
Of ſharp and prudent economic Kings 
Who rams, and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed, 

And pigs of every ſort of breed: 


Of 
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taut — 


Of Kings who pride themſelves on fruitful tows ; 
Who ſell ſkim milk, and keep a guard ſo ſtout 
To drive the geeſe, the thieviſh raſcals, out, 
That ev'ry morning us'd to ſuck the cows : * 


Of Kings v TM aka 4 and carrots plant 
i For ſuch as wholeſome vegetables want; 

Who feed, too, poultry for the people's fake, 

Then ſend it through the villages in carts, 

To cheer (how wondrous kind !) the hungry hearts 
Of ſuch as ozly pay for what they take. 


The poet now, quoth Tow's rare Iucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties---commutation- — 


Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of roſes, 
Olympian dew, gloves, ſticking-plaſter, hats, 
Quack med'cines for fick Chriſtians, and ſound rats, 


And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or noſes. 


The en bard, ſays Tow, cublimety ings 


of virtuous, ems, good, uxorious Kings, 


21 i pofſ ble for this ay to be true? We would rather give 
it as apocryphal. 

+ Mr. Wharton fays in his Ode, © * Who 0 the Civic Bay ;” 
but be aſſuredly meant cabbages and cart ots: the fact proves it. 


Who 
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Who love their wives ſo conſiant from their heart; 
Who down at Windſor daily go a ſhopping, | ' 
Their heads, right royal, into houſes popping, 

And doing wonders in the haggling art. | 


And why, in God's name, ſhould not Queens and Kings 
Purchaſe a comb, or corkſcrew, lace for cloaks, 
Edging for caps, or tape for apron-ſtrings, 
Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as other folks? 


. ˙ ee A SERINE 
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Reader! to ks thine eyes with wonder ſtare, . 5 

I tell thee, farthings claim the Royal care! 
Farthings are helpleſs children of a guinea : $4 2 
If not well watch' d, they travel to their coſt; | 
For lo! each copper viſag d little ninney i | 
| Is very apt to ſtray, and to be loſt. 
| Extravagance I never dar'd defend; _ 1 
The greateſt Kings ſhould ſave a candle end: —_ 
Since tis an axiom ſure, the more folks ſave, | 
The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. | a 
Crown'd heads, of ſaving ſhould appear examples; | 
And Britain really boaſts two pretty ſamples! = 
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The modern poet ſings, quoth Tow again, 
Of ſweet exciſenden, an obliging train; 


Who, 
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Who, like our guardian angels, watch our houſes, 
And add another civil obligation | 
That addeth greatly to our reputation 

Hug, in our abſences, our loving ſpouſes. 


Reader ! WH tir'd, I'm fond of taking breath : 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true ſublimèe, 
And, conſequently, my immortal rhyme, 

"Tis clear thou never canſt defire 1 my death. 

* 

Slut, i in their ſongs, muſt muſically die; 

If that's the caſe then, Reader, ſo might T. 

Let me, then, join thy withes-—-fiay my rapture, 

And nurſe 100 Tun, 855 to ſing a ſecond d chapter. | 


IN 


* 492% ] 


A, CONTINUATION. 


« G RANT n me an honeſt fame, or grant me none, 5 
Says Pope, (I don't know where) a little liar ; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 
That made his praiſe like bunches of ſweetbriar, 
Which, while a pleafing fragrance it beſtows, 
Pops out a pretty pickle on your noſe. 


Were /ome folks to exclaim, who fill a throne, 


Grant me an honeſt fame, or grant me none; 


Such Princes were upon the forlorn hope: 
Soon, very ſoon, to reputation dead, | 
Their idle Laureats, faith, might ſhut up op, 
And bid their lofty genius go to bed. 


| Muſe, this is all well faid; but, not f offend ye, 
I beg: you will not cultivate digreſſfion--- 
Plead not the poet's guidlilet audendi; 
For ſurely there are limits to th expreſſion *: 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in epiſode, 
And tell the world of Miſter Wanrox's Ode. 


I M 
Ss TF+ # 0951 wf 44.4 . 
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The modern poet, Laureat Tnomas, ſays, 

To Botany's grand iſland tunes his lays, 
Fix'd for the ſwains and damſels of St. Giles, 

Whoſe knowledge in the hocus-pocus art 


Bids them from Britain ſomewhat ſudden dart, 


Jo teach to fouthern climes their miniſterial wiles: 4 


Improve the 1 of the commionyyeal,. 
And teach the ſimple natives how to ſteal: | 


'The picklock ſciences, ſo dark, explain 3 


And to ingenious murder turn each brain. 


Quoth Tok again---the modern poet ſings 0 
Of ſweet, good- natur d, inoffenſive Kings; 
Who, by a miracle, eſcap'd with life--- 
Eſcap'd a damſel's moſt tremendous knife; 
A knife that had been taught, by toil and art, 
To pierce the -bowels of a pye or tart. TT 


# 


Thus, having giv'n a full dilplay _, L 15 
Of what our Laureat ſays, or meant to ſay; 


I'll beg of Tuonas to inſtruct my ears, 
Why, in his verſes, he ſhould . 
The knights who grac'd the high · arch d Hall, 
A et of bears: ? 


* Fide the word Savage, in the Laureat's Ode for the new year. 


4 


Why 
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Why the bold ficel-clad knights of elder days 
Are not entitled to a little praiſe, 
Who for God's cauſe did palace, houſe; and. but ſell; 
As well as Monarchs of the preſent date, 
Whoſe dear religion, of which poets prate, 
Mo 1250 TD much  Cquecging, ! ina nutſhell ? 


wy What King bath final religion thou ben. 
6 If G. .. the Th... thou meancſt---bard, thou lieſt. 
Hold, Tmowas---not ſo furious: I know things 
That add not to the piety of . . — | 
I've ſeen a K. at chapel, I declare, 

Yawn, gape; laugh, in the middle of a pray'r- 


When inward his {ad optics ought to roll, 

To view the dark condition of his foul; 

Catch up an opera glaſs, with curious eye, 
Forgetting God, ſome ſtranger's phiz to ſpy, 
As though deſirous to obſerve, if Heav'n 

Had Chriſtian features to the viſage givn; 
Then turn (ſor kind communication, keen) 
Aud tell ſome new - found wender to the Queen. 


Thus hows theſe o eyes s beheld a ak ſo aatel Yo. 
(Indeed theſe lyric eyes beheld one lately) 
Vox. I. Ff ä Lab'ring 
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Lab'ring upon a dunghill with each knuckle ; 
When, after many a peck, and ſcratch, and ſcrub, 


This hunter did unkennel a poor grub, 

On which the fellow did ſo ſtrut and chuckle ! 
He peck'd and ſquinted---peck'd and kenn'd agen, 
Hallooing luſtily to Madam Hen; 
To whom, with airs of triumph, he look'd round, 
And told what noble treaſure he bad found. 


„ Ah! Peter, Peter,” Laureat TnoTAS cries, 

* Thou haſt no fear of Kings before thy eyes; 
«© Great---little---all with thee are equal jokes, 
And mighty Monarchs merely common folks. 

60 Ah! w icked, wicked, wicked Peter, know---" 
Know what ? © That monarchs are not merely /hors ; 
Souls they poſſe, and on a glorious ſcale:” 
To this I anſwer, TRHouas, with a ale. | 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which) 
Thus, on a certain time, addreſs'd a poet: 
« I'm much afraid of that ſame ſcribbling itch. 


40 You've wit---but pray be cautious how you ſhow it; 


« Say nothing 1 in your rbymes about a King: 


«217 praiſe, tis lies. —if __ a dangerous thing.” 
2 8 5 
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That is, the Duke believ'd the King, uncivil, | 
Might kick the ſaucy poet to the devil, 


T. W. 


Pz ER, there's odds twixt ſtaring and ſtark mad 
p. P. 
Who dares deny it ?---So there is, egad ! 


7 T. W. 
Thou think'ſt 20 Prince of common ſenſe poſſeſt--- 


P. P, 


| Tromas, thou art miſtaken, I proteſt. 
On Staniſlaus the Muſe could pour her ſtrain, 
Who, dying, ſunk a Sun upon Lorraine : 
Too like the parted Sun, with glory crown'd--- 
He fill'd with bluſhes deep th' horiſon round. 
Fred'rick the Great, who died the other day, 
Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to fay ; 
Me muſt not touch upon that King's belief--- 
Becauſe I fear he ſeldom ſaid his prays; 
Nor dare we ſay the Hero was no thief, 

Becauſe he plunder'd ev'ry body's wares. 
TT > +"WPY 1 "NM 
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I'm told the Emperor is vaftly wiſe— 

And hope that Madam Fame hath told no lies; 
Yet, in his diſputations with the Dutch, 

The Monarch's oratory was not much : 


Full many a trope from bayonet and drum 
He threaten'd—but, behold! *twas all a hum, 


Wiſe are our gracious Q's ſuperb relations, 
The pride and envy of the German nations ; 
People of faſhion, worſhip, wealth, and ſtate— 
Lo! what demand for them, in heav'n, of late 


Lo! with his knapſack, evn juſt now departed, 

As fine a ſoldier, faith; as ever ſtarted— 

Whom Death did almoſt dread to lay his claws on. 
Old Captain what's his name ?---Saxehilberghauſen :* 
For whom (with zeal, for folks of wor/hip, burning) 
We once again are blacken'd up by mourning; 

To ſhow by glove, cloth, riband, crape, and fan, 

1 peck of trouble for tli old che , 


Ah me! what dozens, dozens, dens, 
Our a—— hath got of uncles, aunts, and couſins! 


- 


Great uncle to our moſt gracious Q. He died in the 8 
ror” s ſervice, 


Egad, 
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Egad, if thus thoſe folks continue dying, 
Each Briton, doom'd to diſmal black, 
Muſt always bear a hearſe-like back, 
And, like Heraclitus, be always crying. 


Great is the northern Empreſs, I confeſs ! 
Much, in her humour, like our good Queen Beſs ; 
Who keeps her fair court dames from getting drunk: 
And all fo temperate herſelf, folks ſay, 
She ſcarcely drinks a dozen drams a day ; 
And „ in love matters, is a Queen of , ſpunk. 


Yet like I not ſuch woman for a wife 
Such heraines, in a matrimonial ſtrife, 
Mi ght hammer from one's tender head hard notes: 
I own my delicacy is ſo great, 
I cannot in diſpute, with rapture, meet 
Women who look like men in petticoats. 


Oſt in a learn'd diſpute upon a cap, 
By way of anfwer one might have a flap--= 


* At an Aſſembly at Peterſburgh, ſome years ſince, which was 
| honoured with the preſence of the Empreſs, one of the rules was, 
that no lady ſhould come drank into the room, 


© Prhaps 
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P'rhaps on a fimple petticoat or gown--- 
Nay ! poſſibly on Madam's being kiſs'd ! 

And really I would rather be knock'd down 
By weight of argument, than weight of fiſt. 


I like not dames whoſe converſation runs 

On battles, ſieges, mortars, and great guns: 
The milder Beauties win my ſoften'd ſoul, 

Who look for faſhions with defiring eyes ; 
Pleas'd when on es the converſations roll, 
Cork rumps, and merry-thoughts, and loyers' ſighs, 


Love ! when I marry, give me not an ox 

I hate a woman like a ſentry-box ; 

Nor can I deem that dame a charming creature, 
Whoſe hard face holds an oath in ev'ry feature. 


In woman „ angel ſweetneſs let me ſee: 

No galloping horſe-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook ſuch manly belles 

As Mademoiſelle d'Eons, and Hannah Snells : 

Jet men there are (how ſtrange are Love's decrees N 


Whoſe palates e'en Jack-Gentle women pleaſe. | 


| How 
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How diffrent, Cynthia, from thy form ſo fair, 
That triumphs in a love-infpiring air; | 


Superior beaming ev'n where thouſands ſhine 
Thy form !---where all the tender graces play, 
And, bluſhing, ſeem in ev'ry ſmile to ſay, 

«© Behold we boaſt an origin divine!“ 


See, too, the Queen of France---a gem, I ween ! 
With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
BliG to her King, and luſtre to her race. 
Though Venus gave of beauty half her ſtore, 
And all the Graces bid a world adore--- 
Her ſmalleſt beauties are the charms of face. 


Fo W. 


Heav'ns! why abroad for virtues muſt you roam? 


F. 


Becauſe I cannot find them, Tom, at home. 


I beg your pardon---yes---the Prince of Wales 
(Whoſe actions ſmile contempt on Scandal's tales) 
Ranks in the Muſe's favour high. 
I wiſh ſome folks, that I could name with eaſe, | 
Bleſt with his head---hisheart---his pow'rs to pleate--- | 
Then Pity's ſoul would ceaſe from many a ſigh ! | 
5 | 


The 
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The crouching courtiers, that ſurround a throne; 
And learn to ſpeak and grin from one alone, 
Who watch, like dancing dogs, their maſter's nod--- 
Are ready now, if horſewhipp'd from their places, 
At Carlton Houle to ſhew their ſupple ſaccs, 
And call the Prince they vilify, a God. 


T. W 
Think ſt thou 18 Ceſar donn the arts poſſeſs? 5 
5 P. P. 


Arts in abundance !---Yes, T „ Tou- yes! 


RIH FT. 
Think' ſt thou not Cæſar would cach j joy forego, 
To make his children n En 


P. P. 


5 No, Tom---no. 
T. W. 
What! not one bag, to bleſs a child, beſtow Pons 
| EEG p. 1 
Heav'n help thy folly no, Tow---no,! Tox---no! | 
The ſordid fouls that Avarice enflayes, 


| Za, | | Like 
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Like that old Greek---a miſerable cur, FE ; 


A cat is with her kittens much delighted; 4 

She licks ſo lovingly their mouths and chins: 
At ev'ry danger, lord! how puts is frighted! 

She curls her back, and ſwells her tail, and grins, - 
Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 
Who ſmell too curious to her children's furs. 
This happens whilſt her cats are young indeed 

But when grown up, alas! how chang'd their luck ! 
No more ſhe plays at bo-peep with her breed, | 

Lies down, and, mewing, bids them come and ſuck: 
No more ſhe ſports and pats them, friſks and purs; 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs: 
But when they beg her bleſſing and embraces, # 618 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their faces. 


Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly, 


She watches the dear babes with ſquinting eye; 
And if ſhe ſpies them with a bit of meat, 
Springs on their property, and ſteals their treat. 


il. G5 No 
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No more a tender love ſhe ſeems to feel ; 

The dev'l for HER may eat em at a meal--- 

With all xzz ſoul; the jade, ſo wondrous ſaving, 

Cries, © Off! you now are at you own beard-ſhar- 
<6 ing | 55 


So---to bme K . s this evil doth belong; — 

Th intelligence is good, 1 make no doubt: 
Who ſeem to e their offspring when they're young, 
But loſe that fond affection when they re Nout ; ; 
Far off they ſend. them---nor'a fixpence give: 

1 wonder, p where tack *. 188 . nel! 


13 „ . 


| TR a M . h, caving rol hy wag, 
And for thy flatt'ry offer butts of ſack; 

: Say plainly that he would difgraee tliy 4: * 5 
And, turning on him thy paetic back, 

Bid, like a . 0 
Nor damn thy precious ſoul, (o wet PRI . 
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THINK not, friend Tom, I envy thee thy rhyme, 
By numbers, I aſſure thee, deem'd ſublime ; 
Or that thy Laureat's place my ſpleen provokes : 
The King (good man !) and 1 ſhould never quarrel, 
Een though his royal wiſdom gave the laurel 
To Miſter Tom-a-STILEs, or Johx-A-Nokxs. 


Old-faſhion'd, as if tutor'd in the ark, 

I never ſigh'd for GLozy's high degrees : 

7%) very inſtant ſhould our Grand Monarque 
“PETER, be my Laureat, if you pleaſe:“ 

« No, pleaſe your Majeſty, ſhould be my anſwer, 
With ſweeteſt diffidence and modeſt grace; 
The office ſuits a more ingeniaus man, Sir; 

b pi In God's name, therefore, let him have the Place: 

e Unlike the poets, tis my vaſt affliction 
« To be a miſerable hand at fion. 


« But, Sir, I'll find ſome lyric undertaker, 


© Acxoſtic, rebus, or conundrum maker, 
2 «© Who 
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Who oft hath rode on Pegaſus ſo fiery, 

And won the ſweepſtakes in the Lapr's Dilax; 
% Such, Stab, in Poetry ſhall hitch your name, 

« And do ſufficient juftice to your fame,” 
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